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Chapter 1 

T HE Bishop of Poitiers peered through his study 
window at the shabbily dressed young priest strid¬ 
ing briskly toward the front gate in the pale sun¬ 
light of the late November afternoon. Then, 
shivering at the whistle of the chill wind through 
the leafless trees, he turned, and, leaning heavily on a cane, 
moved toward the open hearth where a fire was burning. 

“Father Louis Mary Grignion,” he muttered wearily, 
shaking his head as he warmed himself over the leaping 
flames. “That young man is either a fool or a saint.” 

For several minutes the Bishop gazed moodily into the 
fire, heedless of the fact that there had been a knock at the 
door and that now his secretary stood waiting in respectful 
silence on the threshold. Then slowly he came to himself. 
“Yes, Monsignor? What is it?” 

The newcomer, a tall, severe-looking man in his middle 
forties, bowed stiffly. “I brought the papers, Your Lordship. 
The ones you wanted about Father Grignion. But shall we 
go over them now? After all, it’s nearly supper time.... ” 
The Bishop hesitated, then hobbled painfully across the 
room to his desk. “Of course we’ll go over them now. Fa¬ 
ther Grignion’s case is most important. Besides, it’ll take 
only a few minutes.” 
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The Monsignor bowed again, then placed a sheaf of 
papers before his superior. 

“Very well, Your Lordship. But I’m afraid you’ll find 
everything as it was last month. For instance, on this first 
page is the personal information about Father Grignion. 
Birth: January 31, 1673, at Montfort-la-Cane, in Brittany, 
the second of eighteen children of John Baptist Grignion 
and Joan Robert. Education: seven years at the Jesuit 
college in Rennes, seven years with the Sulpicians in Paris. 
Ordination to the holy priesthood last year on June 5, 1700, 
aged twenty-seven. After that, a few retreats and missions 
under Father Leveque at Nantes....” 

The Bishop listened in moody silence. Then suddenly he 
shifted impatiently. “Yes, yes, Monsignor. I know all this. 
But the letters from his former superiors in Paris. Surely 
there are some new ones by now? What have they to say? 
That’s what I want to hear.” 

The Monsignor smiled wryly. “There’s been nothing new, 
Your Lordship.” 

“Not even from Father Leschassier? Or Father Brenier? 
Or Father de la Chetardie?” 

“No, Your Lordship. None of these men will recommend 
Father Grignion for any work—let alone what you’ve just 
given him to do here in Poitiers at the poorhouse.” 

A hard light shone in the Bishop’s eyes. “But what have 
they got against the boy?” he demanded sharply. “Hasn’t 
he always been at the top of his classes in the Seminary? 
Hasn’t he even had to do outside work to pay his tuition? 
Hasn’t he been prayerful, mortified, obedient, all through 
his student years?” 

“Yes, Your Lordship.” 

“Well, go on. What is it, then?” 

“His ... his professors say he’s too different, Your Lord- 
ship.” 

“Different! How different?” 
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“Well, for one thing, his clothes. He just doesn’t seem to 
care what they look like, Your Lordship. Why, he won’t 
even wear a hat!” 

The bisiiop smugged. “A hat! What lias wearing a hat 
got to ao wiui being a good priest?” 

“JNotning, Jcour Lordship. but still, when all other 
priests wear hats....” 

“Go on. What else is wrong with Father Grignion?” 

The iVionsignor hesitated. He had no wish to become 
involved in an argument with the .bishop. Hut he couid not 
help teenng siigntiy suspicious of the young priest (at 
present a missionary in in antes), who only a iew minutes 
beiore had been in this very room. Hot only had his clothes 
been disgracefully shabby; he had not even seemed to care 
that they were. Nor had he been a bit impressed with all 
the elegance around him—the rich carpets, the hangings, 
the furniture. The approaching interview with the bishop 
seemed to have produced in him none of the anxiety which 
the Monsignor ordinarily observed in other visitors. 

Even more. When the time came, he had found Father 
Louis Mary Grignion, not sitting timidly in a chair, or 
pacing nervously about the waiting room, but on his knees 
in prayer. And here he had received the Monsignor’s an¬ 
nouncement that the Bishop awaited him quite simply, with¬ 
out apology or sign of embarrassment. 

“Well, Monsignor? As you were saying.... ?” 

The latter swallowed hard. “Really, Your Lordship, I 
haven’t a thing against Father Grignion. I’m sure that he’s 
very holy. And that he’ll do good work at the poorhouse.” 

Gradually the Bishop’s eyes softened. “I’m glad to hear 
you say that. The place is in a dreadful state.” Then, 
after a moment: “But you really don’t think he’ll stay, do 
you ?” 

“Frankly, no, Your Lordship.” 

“Why not?” 
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The Monsignor felt slightly suspicious. 








































With a gesture of despair, the Monsignor threw caution 
to the winds. “Because he’s not prudent! He’s bound to 
make enemies among the staff! Mark my words, this very 
night he’ll be preaching a sennon on the Blessed Virgin and 
trying to get members for that society of his!” 

“Society?” 

“Yes, the one that’s mentioned here in these papers. He 
began it when he was only a student at the Seminary. And 
what an unfortunate title he chose—‘The Slaves of Mary!’ ” 

“The Slaves of Jesus in Mary,” corrected the Bishop. 

“Very well. Even so, the word ‘slaves’ is repulsive, Your 
Lordship. It has nothing to do with holiness. Why, such 
a group could do real harm to the Church!” 

The Bishop nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, if it were mis¬ 
understood. But let’s hope that doesn’t happen here in 
Poitiers, Monsignor. In fact, let’s pray that Father Grig- 
nion’s work at the poorhouse will be blessed with real suc¬ 
cess.” 

Quickly remorseful over his outburst, the Monsignor 
smiled awkwardly. “Well, of course that would be the 
charitable thing to do. But on the other hand-” 

“Good. After all, who knows? Perhaps some day our 
only claim to God’s mercy will be that we helped one of His 
chosen workers through a difficult time. Now,” with a 
gesture toward the papers scattered on his desk, “since it’s 
after five o’clock....” 

With a feeling of genuine relief the Monsignor hastily 
collected the papers, then helped the Bishop to his feet. 
What a difficult afternoon this had been! And what a bless¬ 
ing that it was almost time for supper! 
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Chapter 2 

A S Father Louis Mary Grignion strode through the 
streets of Poitiers, the Bishop’s encouraging words 
still ringing in his ears, his heart sang. What a 
wonderful day this was! He, twenty-eight years 
old, with only a few months’ experience as a mis¬ 
sionary in Nantes, was going to live and work among the 
poor of the city—and at their own request! 

“It’s almost too good to be true,” he told himself happily. 

And yet how very true it was! Six months earlier, after 
visiting his sister Sylvia at the Benedictine convent of Fon- 
tevrault, he had come to Poitiers to see the Bishop about the 
possibility of working in his diocese. But the Bishop had 
been away at the time, and, having nowhere else to stay 
while awaiting his return, he had gone to the General Hos¬ 
pital (commonly known as the poorhouse) to ask for bed 
and board. 

Now, as he recalled that far-off day in early May, Father 
Grignion’s eyes twinkled. Because of the shabby cloak 
which had enveloped him, few at the poorhouse had taken 
him to be a priest. They had thought him just another 
beggar, and had accommodated him accordingly. But when 
his true identity had become known, and better quarters im- 
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mediately found for him, he had politely declined them, 
preferring to be among the poorest of the lodgers. 

God had blessed this decision. The influence of the 
strange young priest from Nantes rapidly showed itself at 
the poorhouse. Men and women who had not been to church 
in years assisted at his Mass each morning and even joined 
with him three times a day in reciting the Rosary. When 
it was time for Father Grignion to return to Nantes (for 
the Bishop had been unable to find a place for him in the 
diocese), the poor themselves had come to his aid by taking 
up a collection for him. They had then petitioned the 
Bishop to let him be their chaplain. Even the staff had been 
most anxious that he remain. 

“And now His Lordship’s finally agreed to everything,” 
Father Grignion reflected gratefully. “God be praised!” 

But if Father Grignion was happy over the recent turn of 
events, others in Poitiers were even more so. And when, 
amid the fast-gathering shadows of the November twilight 
he presently arrived at the front gate of the poorhouse, a 
sizeable crowd had collected in the chilly courtyard to bid 
him welcome. Others—the lame and feeble—peered eagerly 
from the windows. Even the blind and bedridden heard 
the news with fresh hope. Father Grignion was back! How 
different life was going to be from now on! 

“Father, we thought you’d never get here!” 

“Oh, Father! Remember me?” 

“And me?” 

“Look, Father! My arm got better—just as you said it 
would when you were here in May!” 

“And my foot! It got better, too, right after you blessed 
it!” 

“Hurry, Father! Supper’s ready! A very special one in 
your honor!” 

As he gazed at the excited men and women crowding 
about him in the wind-swept courtyard, garbed in the drab 
grey homespun of the poorhouse, their faces pinched and 


7 


wan yet shining with childlike eagerness, a lump came into 
Father Grignion’s throat. Souls! The souls of the poor 
and unwanted! What a privilege to be their friend! 

“I must do everything to help them,” he thought, as he let 
himself be pulled along toward the front door. “Dear 
Blessed Mother, you will show me how, won’t you ?” 

There was little time for prayer now, however. Not only 
was supper ready and waiting. The matron was anxious to 
show Father Grignion the room which had been prepared 
for him, to hear all about what had happened since his first 
visit in May and to learn what plans he had for the future. 

But when supper was over and Father Grignion had 
visited the blind and bedridden and made the acquaintance 
of several newcomers, a sudden thought came to him. The 
poor would soon be retiring for the night, but surely it was 
not too late to have a meeting with the staff? 

At this unexpected suggestion, the matron hesitated. 
Darkness came on early in November. And since it was cold 
and damp in the house because of the shortage of fuel.... 

Father Grignion smiled understanding^. “Don’t worry. 
I won’t keep you long.” 

“But you must be so tired, Father!” 

“No, no. Please, couldn’t you arrange to get your helpers 
together for just a little while?” 

“Well, of course, Father. If you really want it that 
way....” 

So presently, in a large and rather cheerless room, Fa¬ 
ther Grignion found himself facing the matron, her assist¬ 
ants, the staff of nurses, maids and kitchen workers. A 
number of men in charge of various duties around the house 
were also on hand. All looked at him expectantly. 

For a moment a doubt crossed Father Grignion’s mind. 
Perhaps it hadn’t been the wisest thing to call these men 
and women together so soon after his arrival, especially 
since they must have worked hard all day. Certainly this 
was now their free time, and no doubt some of them had 
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made plans of their own. But his heart was so full! He 
wanted everyone to know how much he appreciated being 
back in Poitiers, and of all the things he hoped to do to 
make the poorhouse into a real home. 

“Friends, I know the city doesn’t allow much money for 
the work here,” he began. “I understand about the short¬ 
age of fuel, even of food at certain times. And I know 
you’re paid very little for all your labors. But—well, I 
think there’ll be changes before long.” 

Then, to the astonishment of everyone present, he an¬ 
nounced that in the morning he was going out to beg. There 
were plenty of rich people in Poitiers. When they heard of 
the urgent needs at the poorhouse, surely they would not 
refuse him. 

“To beg! Ah, I see that this shocks you,” said Father 
Grignion, smiling, “that some of you don’t like the idea at 
all. But friends, didn’t you know? I’m a slave! The slave 
of Jesus, in Mary! And right now, begging for others is 
the work I’ve been given to do.” 

There was a gasp of astonishment, but Father Grignion, 
eyes sparkling with enthusiasm, paid little heed. Why 
shouldn’t his co-workers know the truth about him? That 
years ago, while still only a student in the Seminary of 
Saint Sulpice in Paris, he had offered himself, body and 
soul, to the Blessed Virgin for her to do with as she would? 
That he had kept back nothing—not even the satisfactory 
merit of his prayers and good works—so that she herself 
might apply these to whatever needy souls she wished to 
help? 

“Yes, I’m a slave,” he continued, smiling at the startled 
faces raised to his. “The slave of Jesus, in Mary. Oh, if I 
just had words to tell you what this really means....” 
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Chapter 5 

F ATHER Grignion’s confidence was quickly rewarded, 
and his zeal and devotion became known throughout 
the city. Scores of people, formerly indifferent to 
the plight of the poor, began to see what they could 
do to help. Thus, when he made his daily begging 
rounds through the streets, leading a sturdy donkey with 
two ample bags hanging from its sides, young and old came 
hurrying out with what they could spare of food, clothing, 
money and other gifts. 

“God be praised for sending Father Grignion to us!” was 
the heartfelt prayer of the four hundred men and women 
living at the poorhouse. “We’ve never had such attention 
before.” 

“Why, now there’s even enough to eat for everyone!” 
“And the whole house has been cleaned from top to bot¬ 
tom !” 

“And painted, too!” 

“Yes. And the chapel! Have you ever seen anything 
more beautiful?” 

As the weeks passed, however, Father Grignion was 
forced to admit that in his zeal for the welfare of the poor 
he was making enemies as well as friends, particularly 
among the staff. The matron especially was none too 
pleased with his methods. 
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“Thank God for Father Grignion!” 
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“You’re really pampering the people here, Father,” she 
announced indignantly one day. “Meat for dinner two and 
three times a week! As many blankets as each person 
wants! The rooms to be dusted every morning! New cur¬ 
tains at the windows! The floors to be scrubbed, as well 
as swept! Really, Father, it’s too much. The poor maids 
are beginning to complain.” 

With difficulty Father Grignion restrained the impatient 
words which sprang to his lips. The poor maids! Even 
when he had been but a visitor here in Poitiers, he had 
noticed that the maids were a shiftless lot. They did no 
more work than was absolutely required. In fact, a good 
many of them were downright heartless, and the nurses, 
too. They thought nothing of leaving the bedridden with¬ 
out attention for hours at a time. 

“I’m sorry the maids are finding the work so hard,” he 
said dryly. 

At the tone in his voice, the matron hesitated. Until 
Father Grignion’s arrival, she and her assistants had man¬ 
aged affairs at the poorhouse pretty much as they had 
wished. With the money allotted to them, they had bought 
food and clothing, hired help, paid the bills and otherwise 
seen to details. But now, by order of the Bishop, all these 
duties were in Father Grignion’s hands. He was the su¬ 
perior, and no one else had any real authority. 

“Well?” smiled Father Grignion, seeming to read her 
thoughts. “Perhaps some people are sorry that I came?” 

The smile and the words were so unexpected that for a 
moment the matron—a shrewd woman—was taken off 
guard. Then she quickly recovered her composure. “Oh, 
no, Father. The ... the poor themselves are very fond of 
you. It’s just that_” 

“Go on. What else is wrong?” 

"Well, the handymen say they have too much to do. 
There’s not a day goes by but you want them to make re¬ 
pairs about the house.” 
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“And why not? The place is terribly run down. And if 
the men are paid, why shouldn’t they be glad to work?” 

“But they’ve never put in such long hours before, Father! 
As for the nui’ses—well, they’re all saying the same thing. 
You expect them to be servants for the poor wretches who 
come to us. And they don’t like it, Father. They don’t like 
it at all.” 

For a moment Father Grignion was silent, reminding 
himself that on no account must he lose patience with the 
matron, or with anyone else on the staff. After all, not 
every person had the grace to see Christ in the poor and 
sick. But, apart from that, on the very night of his arrival 
he had assured his co-workers that he knew they were paid 
very little for their labors, and that soon he hoped to remedy 
this. 

“Suppose that today everyone here were to get a raise in 
salary,” he suggested finally. “Do you think that would 
help?” 

Suddenly the matron was all smiles and graciousness. 
“Oh, Father! What a splendid idea!” 

“So—you do think that would help?” 

“Oh, yes! Particularly when you can afford it.” 

Father Grignion’s eyes narrowed. “Afford it?” 

“Yes. After all, everyone knows that you’ve taken in 
quite a lot of money since you came here.” 

For a moment Father Grignion said nothing. Then he 
nodded slowly. “Yes, the people of Poitiers have been most 
generous. But surely you realize that everything they give 
me is spent almost as soon as I get it? For instance, aren’t 
the meals better these days ? The house well-heated ? Com¬ 
fortable beds for the sick? New shoes and clothing, furni¬ 
ture, improvements in the chapel....” 

The matron shrugged. “Yes, Father. But many of us 
don’t think all these things are necessary. For this is a 
poorhouse, isn’t it? And since the people here have always 
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got along with just a little, why spoil them now with lux¬ 
uries?” 

Once again Father Grignion had all he could do to control 
his impatience. “I guess we needn’t worry about all this 
just now,” he said quietly. “Instead, suppose you spread 
the word that there’ll be a meeting of the staff this after¬ 
noon, at which time we’ll talk about a raise in salary for 
everyone.” 

The matron smiled. “Very well, Father. I’ll go and tell 
them right away.” 

The words were spoken pleasantly enough; nevertheless 
a cold chill settled over Father Grignion’s heart as the door 
closed behind the matron. Could it be that this woman was 
turning against him? Why, only a few short weeks ago 
she had joined with everyone else at the poorhouse in 
begging the Bishop to put him in charge of the work! 
Now— 

“I do believe the poor woman is jealous,” he decided 
finally. 

It was a depressing thought, but the more Father Grig¬ 
nion considered it, the more likely it seemed to be. Yes, 
the matron was jealous. When she had been in charge of 
the poorhouse, there had never been the funds to spare that 
were now on hand because of the daily begging trips 
through the city. Even more. The matron and her friends 
had no real love for the poor. They wanted any extra money 
spent on themselves. They could not bear to see it used for 
the four hundred wretched people in their charge. 

“If only some nursing Sisters could be brought here to the 
poorhouse!” thought Father Grignion. “Women who would 
be glad to work for the afflicted because Christ Himself lives 
in them!” 

But where were such women to be found? Despite the 
remarkable growth of the Daughters of Charity (founded 
in Paris by Father Vincent de Paul some sixty-nine years 
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before), the Society was not as yet established in Poitiers. 
And since most of the other religious Orders for women 
were cloistered.... 

Suddenly the harassed look faded from Father Grignion’s 
eyes. What was the use of worrying? The work he was 
trying to do was God’s work. If he prayed and did his best, 
everything would turn out well. 
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Chapter 4 

F OR the next few days all was peaceful at the poor- 
house. Satisfied with the increase in their salaries, 
the matron and her assistants made no more com¬ 
plaints. Meals were nourishing, and served on 
time. The rooms were kept clean. Even the diffi¬ 
cult cases among the sick were cared for properly. 

“Maybe I was mistaken about the matron,” Father Grig- 
nion ventured to tell himself one day. “Oh, how I hope so!” 

But in March of the year 1702, when he had been at the 
poorhouse some four months, there came a terrible trial 
for Father Grignion. The Bishop of Poitiers fell ill and 
died! Of course he had been in poor health for many years, 

so that his death was no surprise to anyone. Still_ 

“The Bishop was the first real friend I ever had here,” 
Father Grignion reflected sadly. “Dear God, what am I 
going to do without him ? Especially if things don’t go well 
at the poorhouse?” 

Yet after a while some measure of consolation filled the 
young priest’s heart. Bishop Anthony Girard had loved 
the poor. From the beginning he had done what he could 
to make their lives more bearable. He had prayed and suf¬ 
fered for them, too, through the many years of his illness. 
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Well, was God to be outdone in generosity? Surely, when 
he died, the Bishop had gone straight to heaven and was 
now a saint? 

“I’ll ask him to help me,” Father Grignion decided. “And 
not only with the work at the poorhouse, but with my other 
work, too.” 

Other work? Yes, by now Father Grignion load dis¬ 
covered that he could be of use to all the people of Poitiers, 
not just to those under his immediate care. And so at 
regular intervals he preached in various churches through¬ 
out the city, heard confessions, visited the needy and taught 
Catechism to young and old alike. 

“You really ought to go and hear him preach,” Elizabeth 
Trichet told her young sister Mary Louise one day. “I 
don’t think I’ve ever heard anyone speak so touchingly be¬ 
fore about... well, about heavenly things.” 

Seventeen-year-old Mary Louise looked up in amazement. 
Elizabeth, devout enough in her own way, had certainly 
never been given to enjoying sermons, much less to remem¬ 
bering them. 

“You went to hear Father Grignion?” she demanded in¬ 
credulously. 

“Yes. Last week, at the Church of Saint Austregesilde. 
And listen, Mary Louise. Do you know who is everybody’s 
best friend? Oh, I don’t mean just the people living here 
in Poitiers, or even in France, but in England, in Germany, 
in Italy, in Africa, even in China and Japan. Everywhere /” 

Puzzled, Mary Louise shook her head. “No. Who?” 

“Why, the Blessed Virgin, of course! And if you want to 
be a saint without a lot of trouble, all you have to do is to 
ask her to help you, then do what she says.” 

Mary Louise could scarcely believe her ears. “Elizabeth! 
What a thing to say! As though you could talk to the 
Mother of God and have her talk to you! Why, it’s not... 
well, reverent even to imagine such a thing!” 

“And why not?” 
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"Because Our Lady is millions of miles away. I mean, 
she’s in heaven, and she never committed a sin in her whole 
life. And ... well, you just can’t talk to her like you can to 
a real person. As for calling her your best friend....” 

“But you’ve got to do that, if you want to be a saint 
quickly. Father Grignion said so. Now, listen. Suppose 
you wanted to make a statue. How would you go about it?” 

Mary Louise stared. Had Elizabeth taken leave of her 
senses? 

“I haven’t the least desire to make a statue,” she said un- 
cooperatively. “As for knowing how to go about it.... ” 

“Well, there are two ways you can make one. You can 
get some stone, and a hammer and chisel, and pound and 
cut on your statue. That’s the hard way, because one slip 
of the tools and everything may be ruined. Besides, stone 
isn’t easy to work with. And it’s expensive, too. Or you 
can get a mold—one that a real artist has made—and pour 
in some soft material, like plaster or clay. When it hardens, 
you’ll have a perfect statue with scarcely any trouble or 
expense.” 

Then, as Mary Louise continued to stare in silent amaze¬ 
ment, Elizabeth went on eagerly to explain. The Blessed 
Virgin, according to Saint Augustine and Father Grignion, 
was “the living mold of God”. Christ had been formed in 
her without losing any of the divine perfection of the Fa¬ 
ther or of the Holy Spirit. And a person who wanted to 
be as perfect as possible—that is, a saint, or another Christ 
—would do well to remember this. 

“Father Grignion says it’s foolish to try to make our¬ 
selves perfect just by our own efforts, and even run the 
risk of failing, when Our Lady is so anxious to do the work 
for us,” she declared emphatically. 

“But ... but I don’t understand!” 

“Didn’t I just tell you about the mold? All we have to 
do is to give ourselves to the Blessed Virgin, and she’ll make 
us into another Christ —if we let her. Oh, Mary Louise! 
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You really ought to go and hear Father Grignion preach. 
He explains things ever so much better than I can!” 

For the rest of the day, Mary Louise found herself pon¬ 
dering her sister’s words. Yes, it would be good to hear 
one of Father Grignion’s sermons. And since he seemed 
to be such a holy man, perhaps it would be well to go to 
confession to him, too, and ask his advice as to what she 
was going to do with her life. For she was so confused and 
unhappy! About a year ago she had spent some months in 
a convent of the Daughters of Notre Dame at Chatellerault, 
hoping that she might end her days there as a lay Sister. 
But her health had not been too good, and finally the su¬ 
periors had decided that she had no vocation to the life and 
ought to return home. Ever since, how miserable she had 
been! How lost and forsaken! 

“Yes, I’ll go to confession to Father Grignion,” she re¬ 
flected. “I’ll ask him what it is that God wants of me.” 

But a great disappointment was in store for Mary Louise, 
and for many others in Poitiers who had hoped to speak 
with Father Grignion. For without the slightest warning 
he had disappeared. Rumor had it that he had gone to 
make a retreat with the Jesuit Fathers, and would not be 
coming back. 

“They say it's all the fault of that matron at the poor- 
house! And her staff!” declared Elizabeth Trichet indig¬ 
nantly. “Despite all he’s done for them, they’ve made things 
so unpleasant for Father Grignion that he just couldn’t 
stand it any longer. Oh, what a shame!” 

Mary Louise was almost in tears. “But... but what am 
I going to do?” she asked. “I just know he could have 
helped me. Now—” 

Elizabeth hesitated. Undoubtedly Father Grignion could 
have been of great use to Mary Louise. Perhaps he might 
even have been able to have her admitted to some other 
convent. 
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“Well, don’t worry, dear,” she said comfortingly. “Every¬ 
thing’s going to turn out all right. And maybe one of these 
days....” 

“Y-yes?” 


“God will 
maker at the 


do something about that wretched trouble- 
poorhouse. And all her helpers, too.” 
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Chapter 5 

S OON Elizabeth’s words came true. A strange ill¬ 
ness (which many believed to be the plague) came 
upon the poorhouse. More than eighty men and 
women were stricken, including the matron and 
several of her friends. 

“See? God’s put a curse on the poorhouse,” the residents 
of Poitiers told one another fearfully. “And maybe on the 
rest of the city, too, because of the shameful way Father 
Grignion was treated.” 

Of course everyone was filled with fear, especially when 
deaths began to occur at the poorhouse almost every day. 
Oh, if only Father Grignion could be brought back! If only 
there was some way to make up to him for all that he had 
suffered from evil and jealous tongues! Then, without an¬ 
nouncement, Father Grignion did return. But to all ques¬ 
tions concerning the rumor that he had left the poorhouse 
for good, he only smiled and shook his head. Quietly he 
took up his former duties—feeding the hungry, nursing the 
sick, comforting the dying, burying the dead. And without 
the slightest sign of fear, or a single word of reproach to 
anyone. 

Still death continued to claim its victims at the poorhouse, 
the matron and several of her co-workers among them. But 
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after some weeks, people began to breathe more freely. The 
strange illness which had struck so suddenly and taken so 
many lives was definitely on the wane. Possibly, now that 
Father Grignion’s chief enemies were gone.... 

“Do you think he’ll stay at the poorhouse?” was one of 
the questions on everyone’s lips. 

“Of course not. Why should he, after what he’s suffered 
there?” 

“But what’s going to become of the place?” 

“Who knows? Or cares?” 

“But since the matron’s dead_” 

“And a good many of the other troublemakers....” 

“That’s right. Things mightn’t be so hard for him now.” 

“Maybe if a petition were drawn up_” 

Finally Father Grignion put an end to all speculation. In 
November, 1701, he explained, Bishop Anthony Girard had 
asked him to do what he could for the poor of the city. On 
the Bishop’s death in March, 1702, the authorities had 
begged him to remain. Therefore, he would certainly con¬ 
tinue working at the poorhouse until the new Bishop, 
Claude de la Poype de Vertrieu, ordered otherwise. As for 
his recent disappearance, gossip had been partially true. 
He had gone to make a retreat with the Jesuit Fathers. But 
there had been no reason to say that he would not return. 

“God be praised!” cried everyone thankfully. “Then 
things are all right!” 

“Yes. Father Grignion’s going to stay.” 

“He doesn’t hold a grudge against anyone.” 

“No. He even offers Mass for the very people who perse¬ 
cuted him.” 

“And he won’t listen to a harsh word against any of them 
—living or dead.” 

“Well, he must be a saint.” 

“Yes, he certainly must be.” 

Like so many others in Poitiers, Mary Louise Trichet 
rejoiced at the news of Father Grignion’s return, and one 
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day, after he had preached in one of the parish churches, 
she approached his confessional. But not without anxiety. 
For what was the best way to tell her story without taking 
up too much time? So many other people wanted to go to 
confession. 

Scarcely had she knelt down in the confessional and 
begun to relate her problems, when Father Grignion inter¬ 
rupted. 

“Child, who sent you to me?” he asked. 

At the unusual question Mary Louise hesitated. “Why, 
my sister Elizabeth, Father. She heard you preach one day. 
And ... and she told me to come.” 

For a moment Father Grignion made no reply. Then 
suddenly from out the darkness came his voice—startlingly 
intense and eager. “No, it wasn’t your sister. It was the 
Blessed Virgin.” 

“The ...the Blessed Virgin, Father?” 

“Yes. She has a wonderful work in store for you. Did 
you know that?” 

“N-no, Father. I just wanted to ask your advice-” 

“You love Our Ladv, don’t you?” 

“Why, of course, Father.” 

“You say her Rosary every day?” 

“Well ... no. Not every day.” 

“But you must, child! You must! It’s such an easy way 
to earn graces for yourself. Then, Our Lady’s litany! Oh, 
if you knew how much she loves to be called by those beauti¬ 
ful names! Cause of our Joy! Mystical Rose! Gate of 
Heaven! Health of the Sick! Yes, from now on you must 
say Our Lady's litany every day, too, slowly and carefully. 
That will win even more graces for you and your work.” 

Mary Louise shifted uneasily. “Father, I don’t know 
what you mean,” she said respectfully. “I just came to ask 
your advice about entering the convent. You see, the 
Daughters of Notre Dame at Chatellerault don’t think I 
have a vocation to their life. Still, I want to be a nun 
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“Child, who sent you to me?” 
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somewhere and I thought that... well, maybe you could tell 
me where to go.” 

In silence Father Grignion listened to the rest of Mary 
Louise’s stoiy. Then finally he spoke: 

“Child, how old are you?” 

“Seventeen, Father.” 

“Seventeen? Then you have lots of time to think about 
the future. For the present, just do what I’ve told you. 
Say Our Lady’s Rosary every day, and her litany, too, then 
come back to see me in a week.” 

“But what about entering the convent, Father? I still 
don’t know....” 

“Don’t worry about the convent. You will be a nun some 
day, never fear. Right now, all you must think about is 
getting to know Our Lady better. For it’s impossible to 
love a person we don’t know anything about, isn’t it?” 

“Y-yes, Father. I guess so.” 

“Of course it is. Well, you must learn to know Our 
Lady —really know her—so that you can love her very much. 
Then you’ll be able to do the work she has in store for you. 
And oh, child, what a glorious work it is! Why, it can 
mean the saving of thousands—yes, millions—of souls!” 
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Chapter 6 

A S the weeks passed, Mary Louise became more and 
more puzzled. Father Grignion was constantly re¬ 
ferring to the work which Our Lady had in store 
for her, yet he never gave the slightest clue as to 
what it might be. Nor did he seem to be making 
any effort to have her enter the religious life. 

“Don’t worry. You will be a nun some day,” he kept 
repeating. 

But Mary Louise did worry. And not only about her own 
future, but about that of Father Grignion, too. For evil 
tongues were beginning to wag once more. It seemed that 
the new matron was just as selfish and jealous as the old 
one, and there was constant quarreling and misunderstand¬ 
ing. Often, because of her, Father Grign ion’s orders were 
not only disregarded by the nurses and other workers but 
ridiculed as well. 

“There’s going to be trouble again,” Mary Louise told 
herself fearfully. “I just know it.” 

Father Grignion paid little attention to the lies and gos¬ 
sip about him, but naturally he was hurt when his orders 
were not carried out and distressed when the poor went 
hungry or were neglected. To the best of his ability he 
then undertook the tasks which others considered beneath 
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them—making beds, cleaning rooms, serving meals, tend¬ 
ing the sick—often working far into the night before he 
could retire to his own quarters to pray and make plans for 
the future. 

“There’s just one joy for the poor man,” an indignant 
Mary Louise told Elizabeth one day. “That’s the Wisdom 
Group. They, at least, never cause him any trouble.” 

Elizabeth’s eyes widened. “The Wisdom Group? Why, 
what in the world is that?” she asked curiously. 

Mary Louise lost no time in explaining. A few days ago, 
at Father Grignion’s request, she had paid a visit to the 
poorhouse and had met the various members of the Wisdom 
Group. And what an experience it had been! Never in all 
her seventeen years had she known the like. 

“The Wisdom Group? Well, it’s a number of women 
invalids at the poorhouse who are leading something of the 
religious life, Elizabeth. Some are lame, others deaf or 
deformed, and one—the superior—is totally blind. And all 
these good women live together in one big room.” 

“You mean they never go anywhere else?” 

“Oh, yes. Those who can get about help Father Grignion 
with his various duties. But most of all the Wisdom Group 
prays, especially to Our Lady. And in the room where they 
live, Father Grignion has put a plain wooden cross—a big 
one. That’s to remind the group of the reason for their 
existence.” 

“A cross? I don’t entirely see the connection.” 

“Well, the cross—or suffering —is wisdom, Elizabeth. 
For only the wisest people, through a special gift of God, 
have the grace to understand it. Oh, you’ll have to come 
and meet the Wisdom Group yourself! They’ll really give 
you something to think about.” 

Elizabeth did accompany Mary Louise to the poorhouse, 
and was deeply impressed by the Wisdom Group. To think 
that some twenty poor cripples were offering their prayers 
and sufferings for sinners throughout the world! Even 


more. That, following Father Grignion’s suggestion, they 
had consecrated themselves, body and soul, to Our Lady and 
had asked her to make them saints! 

“That consecration is what Father Grignion calls ‘The 
True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary,’ ” observed 
Mary Louise, as she and her sister walked home from the 
poorhouse. “Oh, Elizabeth! Remember when you first told 
me of the sermon he preached about it at the Church of 
Saint Austregesilde ?” 

Elizabeth smiled. “Remember? I should say I do! You 
weren’t a bit interested. In fact, you were scandalized at 
the mere idea of talking to Our Lady as though she were a 
real person, or of thinking of her as your best friend. As 
for asking her to make you a saint....” 

“I know. I was terribly stupid.” 

“Oh, no! Not any more stupid than I was, because I had 
never thought about these things, either. But then—why 
should we have been concerned? No one had ever said a 
word about them before. In fact, I know I never heard one 
sermon that was just about the Blessed Virgin until Father 
Grignion came to town.” 

Mary Louise nodded thoughtfully. “Neither did I. Isn’t 
it strange, when we do have so many zealous priests here?” 
Then, after a moment: “But there’s something else that 
bothers me, Elizabeth. Three things, in fact. Can you 
guess what they are?” 

Elizabeth shook her head. “No. What?” 

“Well, first of all Father Grignion isn’t doing a thing to 
help me to enter a convent. In fact, every time I mention 
the subject he just smiles and tells me not to worry. And 
then he tells me that the Blessed Virgin has a very im¬ 
portant work for me to do. Imagine that!” 

“An important work? But what kind of work?” 

“I don’t know. That’s one of the things I’m worried 
about. Then finally—” 

“Yes?” 
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“Last week I told Father Grignion that I wanted to make 
the Act of Consecration to Our Lady, the one that the 
women in the Wisdom Group have made. Well, he just 
wouldn’t hear of it.” 

“What? But I thought he was so anxious to have every¬ 
one make the Act! Why, when I heard him preach....” 

“I know. But he says I’m not ready for it. He says I 
ought to pray and think about it much more, because it’s 
so very important. In fact, to make the Act of Consecra¬ 
tion to Our Lady is so important that it often produces some 
of the greatest graces a person can receive.” 

“Well, I suppose that’s true. You shouldn’t make the 
Act without first praying about it, and thinking what it 
means.” 

“But I have prayed and thought about it, Elizabeth! A 
great deal. And I’m sure I understand what it means. By 
it I give my whole self, body and soul, into the hands of the 
Blessed Virgin and ask her to make me pleasing to her Son 
—a real saint.” 

“Don’t forget that you give her all the satisfactory merit 
of your prayers and good works, too.” 

“I know. I don’t keep back anything.” 

“Even when you’re dead, the satisfactory merit of the 
prayers and Masses people have offered for you isn’t yours 
because you’ve already given it to the Blessed Virgin for 
her to give to others, if she sees fit.” 

“I know.” 

“And you’re not afraid?” 

“Afraid! Why should I be afraid?” 

“Well, without any satisfactory merit, you might have 
to stay in Purgatory until the end of the world. Just think 
of that!” 

“I have thought of it. But it doesn’t bother me at all. 
When I come to die, the Blessed Virgin will surely look after 
me just because I have nothing of my own and need her 
help so much.” 
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For a moment Elizabeth was silent. Then she turned 
impulsively to her younger sister. “I’d like to make the Act 
of Consecration, too,” she confessed. “In fact, I think our 
whole family ought to make it.” 

Mary Louise returned her look eagerly. “You think 
they’d be interested?” 

“Why not? We could talk to Mother about it. If we can 
convince her, the rest ought to be simple enough.” 


30 



Chapter 7 


W HEN the two girls talked to their mother, how¬ 
ever, they found her not at all interested in 
making the Act of Consecration to Our Lady. 
In fact, she had very little use for Father 
Grignion, and lost no time in saying so. 

“If you keep on going to confession to that priest at the 
poorhouse, you’ll become as mad as he is,” she told Mary 
Louise bluntly. “Why, the whole town is talking about his 
queer ways!” 

“But he’s a saint, Mother!” put in Elizabeth reproach¬ 
fully. “You’d have to hear him preach just once to realize 
that.” 

“Maybe so. But why does he have to be so careless about 
his appearance? Patched clothes, old shoes, no hat—what’s 
he doing with all the money from those begging trips of 
his?” 

“Why, it goes to the people at the poorhouse, of course. 
Every cent of it.” 

“Well, there’s no reason why he shouldn’t keep something 
for himself. Why, he looks more like a common beggar 
than a priest! Really, the Bishop ought to do something 
about it.” 
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Of course Mary Louise and Elizabeth were deeply dis¬ 
appointed at their mother’s lack of understanding. But 
presently they themselves were troubled when Father Grig- 
nion made an announcement that startled even them. 
Henceforth, he declared, he would not be known as Father 
Grignion. He would be Father Louis Mary De Montfort, 
or simply Father De Montfort, after his birthplace of Mont- 
fort-la-Cane. Never again would he use his rightful family 
name. 

“I guess he’s doing this in a spirit of holy poverty,” Mary 
Louise loyally explained to her mother. “You see, he’s 
never wanted to keep anything for himself, and so long ago 
he gave away all that he could—his money, the satisfactory 
merit from his prayers and good works, even that of the 
prayers and good works that will be offered for him when 
he’s dead. And now—well, he’s given up his own name.” 

“That’s right, Mother,” put in Elizabeth earnestly. “Fa¬ 
ther Grignion ... I mean Father De Montfort ... is really 
a holy man.” 

Madame Trichet turned away impatiently. “Maybe so, 
child. But he certainly doesn’t appeal to me.” 

Tears crept into the eyes of Mary Louise. What a ter¬ 
rible disappointment that her mother did not understand! 
Why, Father De Montfort was the kindest person in the 
world! True, some of his actions did border on the un¬ 
usual—such as giving up his rightful name in a spirit of 
holy poverty and going bareheaded in all kinds of weather. 
Then on occasion he had been known to speak quite bluntly 
to various people in Poitiers, especially when he had heard 
them using bad language or making fun of holy things. 
But even so, he had tried to make them see that he was not 
angry with them, only displeased and hurt by their actions. 
Personally he was their friend and always would be. 

Realizing that there was little use in arguing with their 
mother, the two girls decided not to refer too frequently to 
Father De Montfort. After all, their mother was only one 
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He had been known to speak quite bluntly. 
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of many in the city who did not realize that he was a saint, 
and that he had arrived at this state chiefly through his de¬ 
votion to the Blessed Virgin. 

“She taught him how to love her Son and to be pleasing 
to Him,” Mary Louise reflected from time to time, “especial¬ 
ly after he made the Act of Consecration to her when he 
was very young. Oh, if only he would let me make it, too!” 

But the weeks passed, and still Father De Montfort re¬ 
mained firm in his decision that Mary Louise was not yet 
ready for the great grace of consecrating herself to Our 
Lady. She must think and pray about it much more. Ac¬ 
cordingly, Mai*y Louise set herself to a serious study of the 
rather lengthy Act of Consecration which Father De Mont¬ 
fort had written, paying special attention to a certain pas¬ 
sage in the middle: 

“In the presence of all the heavenly court I choose thee 
this day for my Mother and mistress. I deliver and 
consecrate to thee, as thy slave, my body and soul, my 
goods, both interior and exterior, and even the value of 
all my good actions, past, present and future, leaving to 
thee the entire and full right of disposing of me, and 
all that belongs to me, without exception, according to 
thy good pleasure, for the greater glory of God, in time 
and in eternity ....” 

“That’s the most important part of the Act,” Mary Louise 
decided. “When I have permission to say those words of¬ 
ficially, I won’t belong to myself any more. I’ll belong to 
Our Lady. And she’ll help me to be far holier than I could 
ever hope to be by my own efforts.” 

But when would Father De Montfort give her permis¬ 
sion to make the Act of Consecration—to be Our Lady’s 
slave, just as he was, and so win untold graces for herself 
and others? 

Mary Louise continued to pray and hope for the great 
favor. Then, after a long period of silence concerning the 
subject, Father De Montfort suddenly announced that her 
time of trial was about over. She might make the Act of 
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Consecration which he had written for those who wanted to 
be saints in the surest and quickest way possible. But first 
she ought to prepare for it in a fitting manner. 

“Prepare, Father?” 

“Yes. For twelve days I want you to say the Veni Creator 
and the Ave Maris Stella. Then read the Gospel of Saint 
Matthew, chapters five to seven.” 

Mary Louise nodded eagerly. “Yes, Father. And what 
else?” 

“You might also read something each day from the Imi¬ 
tation of Christ. Perhaps chapters 13,18 and 25 from Book 
I and chapters 10 and 40 from Book III would be the most 
suitable.” 

Mary Louise made a careful note of what she was to do. 
“Yes, Father. And after that?” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Don’t worry about anything 
more. Just come and see me when the twelve days are up.” 

Mary Louise earnestly applied herself to the prayers and 
holy reading which her spiritual guide had suggested. But 
when the specified time had passed and she joyfully made 
ready to consecrate herself to Our Lady as her slave, the 
request was refused once more—gently but firmly. 

“You’ve finished the first part of your preparation,” Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort told her. “Now you may start the second.” 

Mary Louise could scarcely believe her ears. “But Fa¬ 
ther! Surely I don’t have to wait any longer? Why, I’ve 
read the Act of Consecration dozens of times and I under¬ 
stand all about it! Really! And last night I even went 
over it again....” 

There was sympathy in Father De Montfort’s eyes. “Yes, 
child, I know. But don’t be misled. You’ve not gone be¬ 
yond the surface of things. Why, even after you have made 
the Act of Consecration, you won’t be grasping one-tenth 
of its meaning.” Then, as Mary Louise stared in puzzled 
silence: “You see, to give yourself to Our Lady as her slave, 
to ask her to form Christ in you, is no ordinary devotion. 
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It’s something so wonderful, so stupendous, that it’s going 
to change your whole life.” 

For a long moment Mary Louise was silent, stifling her 
disappointment as best she could. Then she gave a deep 
sigh. “Well, of course you know best, Father,” she said 
submissively. “What... what is it I should do now ?” 

Father De Montfort proceeded to explain. The twelve 
days just past, with their prayer and holy reading, had 
brought many graces to Mary Louise. They had weakened 
the spirit of the world within her, and had made her soul 
most pleasing to God. But now, by additional prayer and 
holy reading, she was to earn new graces for herself, es¬ 
pecially during the next three weeks. After that.... 

“Three weeks, Father?” 

“Yes. Why, what’s the matter?” 

“But it’s such a long time!” 

“Not too long to prepare for one of the most important 
days in your life, child. Be sure of that.” 

Once again Mary Louise lapsed into silence. Then pres¬ 
ently she ventured a final question. “What am I supposed 
to do during the three weeks, Father?” she asked earnestly. 

Realizing well the struggle that was going on within his 
young friend’s soul, Father De Montfort smiled encourag¬ 
ingly. “Here,” he said, handing her a paper. “Take this 
home and read it carefully. It will answer all your ques¬ 
tions.” 
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Chapter 8 



T the first possible opportunity, Mary Louise read 
over the paper which Father De Montfort had 
given her. And to her great surprise she found 
that the prayer and holy reading required during 
the next three weeks were quite similar to what 
she had been doing, although with different ends in view. 

Thus, during the first week, she was to aim at a better 
knowledge of herself, for contrition for her sins and a spirit 
of humility, rather than at the detachment from the world 
which had been the objective during the past twelve days. 
The prayers suggested were the Litany of the Holy Ghost, 
the Ave Maris Stella and the Litany of Loreto. The read¬ 
ing was to be chapters 24 and 25 from the Gospel of Saint 
Matthew, chapters 11, 13, 16, 17 and 18 from the Gospel of 
Saint Luke, and chapter 24 of Book I from the Imitation 
of Christ, chapter 5 of Book II and chapters 7, 8, 13, 20, 30 
and 47 of Book III. 

Elizabeth was frankly astonished when she discovered 
all that was being required of her young sister by Father 
De Montfort. “No wonder the poor man and his Act of 
Consecration to Our Lady are misunderstood,” she said. 
“Why, most people would be frightened away by so much 
prayer and spiritual reading!” 

Mary Louise agreed. “Yes. But do you know some¬ 
thing? I’m quite sure he doesn’t require all this of every- 
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one. For instance, those poor crippled women he’s been 
helping....” 

“You mean the Wisdom Group at the poorhouse?” 

“Yes. Some of them scarcely know how to read at all, 
and the superior is totally blind. Yet they’ve all made the 
Act of Consecration, Elizabeth. They told me so.” 

“Well, then, why is Father De Montfort making you go 
through so much?” 

“I don’t know. Unless it’s some kind of test.” 

But as the days passed, Mary Louise realized that the 
prayer and reading assigned to her by her spiritual director 
were far more than a test. In some mysterious fashion they 
were bringing new light into her soul, so that she was con¬ 
ceiving holy thoughts and desires such as she had never 
experienced before. 

“Now I know Father De Montfort was right,” she told 
herself, greatly consoled. “I did need to pray and think 
much more before making the Act of Consecration to Our 
Lady.” 

With increasing eagerness she began the second week of 
pi-eparation for the great event in her life. The prayers 
required were similar to those of the first week: the Litany 
of the Holy Ghost, the Ave Maris Stella and the Litany of 
Loreto, with the addition of the Rosary and a special prayer 
which Father De Montfort had composed in honor of the 
Blessed Virgin. The reading consisted of the first and 
second chapters from the Gospel of Saint Luke and the 
second chapter from the Gospel of Saint John. And both 
prayer and reading were to be offered for the intention of 
securing a better knowledge of the Blessed Virgin. 

When the third week came around, Mary Louise applied 
herself with even greater zeal to the task at hand: the daily 
recitation of the Litany of the Holy Ghost, the Ave Maris 
Stella, the Litany of the Holy Name of Jesus and two special 
prayers which Father De Montfort had composed. The 
reading consisted of chapters 26 and 27 from the Gospel of 
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Saint Matthew, chapters 13 to 21 from the Gospel of Saint 
John, and chapters 7, 11 and 12 of Book II from the Imi¬ 
tation of Christ, chapters 5, 6 and 56 from Book III and 
chapters 1, 8 and 13 from Book IV—the special intention 
this time being a better knowledge of Jesus Christ. 

But just as the third week was drawing to a close, there 
came a sudden and disturbing thought for Mary Louise. 
“Maybe I still won’t be allowed to make the Act of Conse¬ 
cration to Our Lady,” she told herself. “After all, I still 
know so little about her ... and I do have so many distrac¬ 
tions when I pray and read....” 

Such fears were groundless, however. “At last you’ve 
begun to learn something about humility,” Father De Mont- 
fort told her. “And that’s all that I wanted of you.” 

“You mean you’ll let me make the Act, Father?” 

“Yes. This very day. But first, there’s a question I’d 
like to ask. And I want you to answer it as truthfully as 
you can.” 

Her heart filled with joy and relief, Mary Louise nodded 
eagerly. “Yes, Father. Of course. What is it?” 

“Tell me once again why you want to make the Act.” 

Mary Louise smiled. “So I can be a saint, Father. That’s 
all.” 

“But surely you can be a saint without consecrating your¬ 
self to the Blessed Virgin?” 

“Oh, yes. But it will be much easier and quicker this 
way.” 

“Why?” 

“Well....” 

“Tell me, child, and as simply as you can.” 

“Well, when I give myself to Our Lady so that she may 
give me to her Son, when I try to do all my actions through 
her, with her, in her and for her, I... well, in a way I dis¬ 
appear, Father. I mean the bad part of me disappears, 
or rather, it’s very much weakened. I’m not nearly so apt 
to commit sin as I was when I belonged to myself.” 
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“So, once you’ve made the Act of Consecration you’ll be a 
saint and ready for heaven?” 

“Oh, no! Just once isn’t enough to make the Act. To 
profit from it really, I’ll have to make it every day of my 
life—even several times a day.” 

“But won’t that take a long time?” 

“Oh, no. I’ll use just the short form.” 

“The short form! What’s that?” 

“Only a few words, Father. T am all Thine and all I 
have is Thine, O most loving Jesus, through Mary, Thy holy 
Mother ” 

“And what will you be when you say those words?” 

“A slave. The slave of Jesus, in Mary.” 

“A slave! Doesn’t that word frighten you ? Or repel you 
in any way?” 

Mary Louise shook her head vigorously. “Oh, no, Father! 
It used to do both, but not any more.” 

“Why not?” 

“Well... it’s hard to explain, but since I’ve been praying 
and thinking about the Act of Consecration, it just doesn’t.” 

For a moment Father De Montfort was thoughtful. Then 
finally he spoke. “You know, child, most people—your 
friends and family included—won’t approve of what you’re 
about to do.” 

Mary Louise agreed. “No, Father. But that’s only be¬ 
cause they don’t understand. Why, to be the slave of Jesus 
in Mary is the most glorious thing in the world! How can 
I ever thank you for telling me about it?” 

Suddenly a wave of happiness filled Father De Montfort’s 
heart. What a wonderful day! Through the mercy of God 
another soul had finally discovered the precious secret which 
all hell seemed determined should remain unknown: that, 
generally speaking, holiness comes most surely and easily 
through complete union with and dependence upon Our 
Lady, the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary which 
he himself had practiced since his youth. 
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Chapter 0 

T HE next few days were happy ones for Mary 
Louise. How good not to belong to herself any 
more! To know that her own human weaknesses 
and failures were gradually being changed into 
strength and victories through the loving kindness 
of the Mother of God! Surely, as she had glimpsed long 
ago, to be the slave of Jesus in Mary was the most glorious 
thing in the world? It brought a real and lasting peace 
to the soul. 

But before long came a great trial. In August, 1702, 
shortly after Mary Louise had made the Act of Consecra¬ 
tion, Father De Montfort announced that he must go to 
Paris. His young sister Louise-Guyonne, who had been 
living in the capital for some time at the expense of a friend 
of the family, was about to become homeless and needed 
his help. 

“The friend can’t afford to support my sister any longer, 
Mary Louise. You must pray hard that I will be able to find 
a new home for her—especially in some convent, for I’m 
quite sure she has a vocation to the religious life. But 

since she has no dowry_” 

Mary Louise promised to pray, but her heart was heavy. 
Her spiritual director was going away! What would she 
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ever do without his advice and encouragement? And what 
about her own future? 

“Don’t worry,” Father De Montfort told her, reading her 
thoughts. “I won’t be gone long. And you will be a nun 
some day. Never fear.” 

But Mary Louise found this order hard to obey. Why 
did Father De Montfort always seem so unconcerned when 
she mentioned her own interest in the religious life? During 
the past year he had helped several young men and women 
in Poitiers to enter the seminary and the convent. Two of 
his own brothers were priests—Joseph, a Dominican friar; 
Gabriel, a secular. His sister Sylvia was a Benedictine nun 
at Fontevrault, and now he was going to try to find a place 
in religion for still another member of his family. 

“But he never suggests that I go anywhere,” thought 
Mary Louise disconsolately. “Oh, I just don’t understand 
it!” 

As the weeks passed, however, Mary Louise did her best 
to put away all anxiety about the future. Wasn’t she now 
the slave of Jesus in Mary? And even if she hadn’t made 
the Act of Consecration to Our Lady, wasn’t everything 
that happened to her, or didn’t happen, the Will of God? 
Of course! Then how foolish to worry, even for a moment, 
about what she was to do with her life. 

“Still, it would be nice to know what God expects of me,” 
she thought from time to time. 

Then in January, 1703, after an absence of five months, 
Father De Montfort returned from Paris. He had been suc¬ 
cessful in having Louise-Guyonne accepted by the Sisters 
of the Blessed Sacrament at Rambervillers, in the province 
of Lorraine. 

“Now, Father, what about me?” Mary Louise ventured to 
ask one day. “Do you suppose that these same Sisters_” 

Father De Montfort smiled, well knowing what was in 
his young friend’s heart. “My dear, if you really want to 
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“Well, what’s the matter, child?” 
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serve God in a community, come and live with the Wisdom 
Group at the poorhouse,” he suggested. 

Mary Louise could scarcely believe her ears. The Wis¬ 
dom Group? Why, these good souls weren’t nuns! They 
were only laywomen, and poor and sick and crippled at that. 
Of course they were very holy, particularly the blind su¬ 
perior. And they did an incredible amount of good at the 
poorhouse. Still_ 

“Well, what’s the matter, child?” observed Father De 
Montfort presently. “You don’t seem very enthusiastic. 
Don’t you like the idea of living among God’s poor?” 

Something in these words made Mary Louise blush. Sure¬ 
ly Father De Montfort didn’t think that she was too proud 
to come to the poorhouse? That she was ashamed to share 
the lot of his twenty crippled friends? 

“Oh, Father, that’s not it at all!” she burst out earnestly. 
“It’s just that ... well, all this is so sudden! Why, I’d love 
to come to the poorhouse and live with the Wisdom Group! 
Really! The only thing is.... ” 

“Yes?” 

“I’d have to ask my parents about it first. And I don’t 
think they’d ever agree.” 

“Well, go and ask them. Tell them that God’s poor can 
teach anyone a good deal.” 

That same night an anxious Mary Louise put the question 
before her parents. As she had feared, her mother abso¬ 
lutely refused to consider the idea. Her father, however, 
who was a well-to-do lawyer, surprised her by taking an 
entirely different view. 

“I don’t think it would do any harm for you to help Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort with his work,” he observed mildly. “Last 
week, just by chance, I heard him preach and he’s a good 
man, no matter what the gossips say about him. But just 
what would be your duties at the poorhouse?” 

Mary Louise shook her head. “I don’t know, Father. 
Maybe I’m to help the matron with the nursing. Then 
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again, there’s a lot of sewing and mending to be done. Per¬ 
haps I’m to look after that.” 

“And you really want to try this new life?” 

“Yes, Father. I really do.” 

“Why?” 

Mary Louise hesitated. “Well, because Father De Mont- 
fort is my spiritual director, and he suggested it. You see, 
for me he takes the place of Christ on earth. So when he 
tells me to do something, I know it’s God’s Will and I ought 
to obey.” 

Secretly pleased with his daughter, Julian Trichet re¬ 
marked indifferently: “Well, then, go ahead and live with 
the Wisdom Group, child. After all, if things don’t work 
out, you can always come home.” 

At this, Madame Trichet burst into tears. “Julian, you 
must be mad!” she sobbed. “What are people going to say 
when they hear a daughter of ours is living at the poor- 
house? Why, we’ll never be able to live it down!” 

Julian Trichet shrugged. “What does that matter?” he 
demanded. “If Mary Louise feels God wants her at the 
poorhouse, then no one is going to keep her from going. At 
least, not if I can help it.” 

Naturally Mary Louise lost no time in telling Father De 
Montfort that she had obtained her father’s permission. 
But to her great dismay, she found him strangely unim¬ 
pressed. In fact, once again he seemed to have lost all in¬ 
terest in her future. 

“You’d have to have the Bishop’s consent before you could 
come,” he observed, frowning slightly. “And I’m not at all 
sure that he’d give it.” 

Mary Louise stared in astonishment. “The Bishop, Fa¬ 
ther?” 

“Yes. Since you’re not actually in need, you’d have to 
have his permission to live on the charity of the town.” 
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Mary Louise winced. “But... but I was hoping to work 
for the poor, Father! Surely that ought to make a dif¬ 
ference?" 

Father De Montfort looked at her dubiously. “No, you'd 
still have to have the Bishop’s permission. And since your 
father is a fairly wealthy man ... and your coming here 
would mean an extra mouth to feed...." 

Mary Louise was hurt. It had been hard enough to ex¬ 
plain things to her parents and to bear her mother’s anger. 
It was even harder to find her spiritual guide, who had sug¬ 
gested all this in the first place, so strangely cold and un¬ 
cooperative. But if she must also go to see the Bishop, a 
man whom she scarcely knew since he had been in Poitiers 
for less than a year.... 

Then suddenly she glimpsed the truth. All these things 
were only trials! Father De Montfort was not being un¬ 
kind or heartless. He really wanted her to come to the 
poorhouse. But of her own free will, and after having 
conquered certain obstacles. 

“All right," she announced resolutely, swallowing her dis¬ 
appointment. “I’ll go to see the Bishop, Father. I’ll go this 
very day.” 
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Chapter 10 

T HE Most Reverend Claude de la Poype de Vertrieu, 
the new Bishop of Poitiers, was astonished when 
Mary Louise came to him with her request. He 
lost no time in informing her that Father De Mont- 
fort’s plan would never work. The daughter of 
such a prominent man as Julian Trichet would never be 
able to persevere as a member of the Wisdom Group. The 
meager food, the plain accommodations, the long hours of 
prayer and work, the lack of companionship with girls of 
her own class—all these things would be too much for her. 
As for coming to work at the poorhouse in an official capa¬ 
city—well, at the present time there were no openings on 
the staff even for an experienced person. 

Nervous and upset, and taken aback by the Bishop’s 
brusqueness, Mary Louise did not try to argue her case, but 
timidly took her leave. In just a few days, however, she 
was back, filled with fresh courage. 

“Your Lordship, couldn’t you use your influence with the 
authorities at the poorhouse?” she persisted respectfully. 
“Even if there isn’t an opening just now, surely there is 
something I could do for the poor? If you’d just write a 
letter and explain that the lack of comforts doesn’t matter 
at all! That I really want to live with the Wisdom Group! 
That I can always come home if the work is too hard.... ” 
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The Bishop looked with renewed interest at his youthful 
visitor. Why, the girl hardly seemed the same person who 
had come to him so bashfully a few days before! 

“Child, you don’t realize what you’re asking,” he 6aid 
kindly. “Why, you’re only seventeen years old....” 

"I’ll be eighteen in May, Your Lordship—just four 
months’ time. And I’ve prayed and thought about things 
so much that now I’m quite sure what is God’s Will for me. 
Oh, if you’d just write a letter ... perhaps to the 
matron....” 

The Bishop hesitated. There was no doubt that he had 
made a mistake. Mary Louise Trichet was no weakling. 
She was firmly convinced that God was calling her to a life 
of sacrifice among the poor. 

“Well, I suppose it would do no harm to ask the matron 
to find a place for you,” he admitted finally. “After all, as 
you yourself have pointed out, it isn’t as though this was 
something permanent. If things don’t work out, you can 
always come home.” 

“Yes, Your Lordship,” agreed Mary Louise happily. 
“Those were my father’s own words.” 

Soon the Bishop’s letter was finished, and Mary Louise 
eagerly set off for the poorhouse. This time Father De 
Montfort received her with evident pleasure, and took her 
at once to meet those in charge of the various departments. 
Of course everyone, the matron included, pointed out that 
there was no suitable opening for a girl such as Mary 
Louise, but Father De Montfort quickly set aside all such 
objections. Any work would do for his young friend, he 
said. She was enthusiastic and healthy, and she wanted no 
favors. 

After some discussion it was decided that Mary Louise 
could be a junior assistant to the matron. However, she 
would eat, sleep and take her recreation with the Wisdom 
Group. She would also give obedience to the blind superior 
of these twenty crippled women whom Father De Montfort 
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had singled out to pray and suffer for souls. With them 
she would rise each morning at four o’clock, meditate for 
one hour, recite the five Joyful Mysteries of the Rosary, 
hear Holy Mass, then attend to whatever duties the matron 
assigned to her. At one o’clock she would recite the five 
Sorrowful Mysteries of the Rosary with her companions. 
Work for the matron would follow until half-past five. Then 
a half-hour’s meditation with the Wisdom Group, conclud¬ 
ing with the five Glorious Mysteries of the Rosary. Silence 
would be kept at all times, except during the hour of recrea¬ 
tion after dinner and the half-hour after supper. 

To the amazement of everyone, Mary Louise was happy 
in her new life. Of course there were difficulties. The 
working day was long, and certain tasks were not only 
tiring but repulsive. The food was uninteresting, and there 
were several among the poor who gave themselves to con¬ 
stant criticism and gossip, no matter what one tried to do 
for them. But Mary Louise was undismayed. 

“I’m glad I came,” she assured herself each morning as 
she knelt before the large wooden cross which Father De 
Montfort had erected in the living quarters of the Wisdom 
Group. “I’m only sorry it couldn’t have been sooner.” 

Then late in January, when she had been living at the 
poorhouse for some three weeks, Father De Montfort made 
an announcement. Henceforth Mary Louise was not to 
wear the fashionable dresses which she had brought from 
home. Instead, she was to make herself a dress out of some 
plain grey homespun. And she would no longer use combs 
and ribbons in her hair, but would wear a white linen cap 
and black veil. 

Mary Louise had misgivings at first. “I don’t think 
Mother’s going to like your idea, Father,” she said respect¬ 
fully. “She’s always wanted me to wear nice clothes. And 
if she ever sees me in homespun ....” 

“Why, what’s the matter with good, honest wool?” 


49 


“Nothing, Father. Nothing at all. Only it is the ma¬ 
terial of the poor people’s uniforms here, and ... well, I’m 
afraid that Mother’s apt to be offended if I dress like them 
and don’t wear the things she chose for me when I left 
home.” Then, after a moment: “Maybe, though, if I asked 
her permission first about wearing the homespun dress ... 
and the cap and veil....” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Well, go and ask her, 
child. It probably will save trouble.” 
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Chapter U 



OOR Mary Louise! There was a far stormier ses¬ 
sion than she had expected when she reached home 
with her request. 

“That Father De Montfort is mad!” cried her 
mother indignantly. “Isn’t it enough that he has 
you living with the town’s paupers? Must he have you 
dress like them, too?” 

“But I won’t look like the others, Mother,” Mary Louise 
hastened to explain. “It’s just a question of my having a 
grey dress, made very simply....” 

“Out of common homespun!” 

“Well, yes. But it’ll be the only one of its kind at the 
poorhouse. And far more suitable for my work than the 
clothes I took with me.” 


Madame Trichet dried her eyes. With all her heart she 
longed to refuse permission, and for an hour or more she 
had held her ground. But finally the fear of what her hus¬ 
band would say became too great. 

“All right, go and make your homespun dress!” she burst 
out angrily. “You ... you’re no longer my daughter any¬ 
way. You don’t seem to care how much you hurt me.” 

A pang shot through Mary Louise, and she was tempted to 
stay and console her mother, to try to explain things all over 


51 


again. But what good would that do? Wouldn’t it be far 
better to return now to the poorhouse? After all, she had 
the permission for which she had come.... 

“Mother, I have to go,” she said hurriedly, her heart torn 
with grief at the lack of understanding from one she loved 
so much. “I’ve been away from my work too long already.” 

Madame Trichet’s face was hard. “Well, go ahead,” she 
said stiffly. “I’m not stopping you.” 

Mary Louise, discouraged and upset, hastened to report 
all that had happened to Father De Montfort. And he, 
when he saw how hurt she was, lost no time in consoling 
her. 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “All this was to be expected.” 
Then, with a little smile: “After all, child, don’t you realize 
that the Devil is out to do all that he can to keep you from 
wearing your new dress ?” 

Mary Louise shook her head absently. “The Devil, Fa¬ 
ther ? Why would he be interested in a piece of homespun ?” 

“Because of what it stands for, child.” Then, touched 
by the girl’s bewilderment, Father De Montfort went on to 
explain. The new dress which Mary Louise was about to 
make according to his directions was really a religious 
habit. At first she would be the only one to wear it. Later 
on it would be given to other young girls whom God would 
send. 

“You will be called ‘The Daughters of Wisdom’, child, and 
you will spend your lives in hospitals, orphanages, schools, 
bringing souls to a love of Christ by your works of charity. 
More than that. You will help to make saints of those you 
meet by introducing them to the True Devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin Mary.” 

His words roused Mary Louise from the preoccupation 
with her mother. Could this be the work God wanted of 
her and to which Father De Montfort had made such fre¬ 
quent reference? 
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“I’m to be a nun, Father?” she demanded incredulously. 
“Here in the poorhouse?” 

“Yes.” 

“Not ... not all by myself!” 

“Just at first. Then if it’s God’s Will that my plan should 
succeed, other girls will come.” 

“But... but I can hardly believe it!” 

“Nevertheless it’s true, child. Now do you understand 
why the Devil is so angry and is trying to put obstacles in 
the way? Why, this opposition from your mother is only 
the beginning!” 

As though by magic, discouragement and sorrow vanished 
from the heart of Mary Louise. She was going to be a nun 
after all, just as Father De Montfort had always said! She 
was going to be the first member of a new religious congre¬ 
gation in the Church—the Daughters of Wisdom! 

“Oh, Father!” she cried, her eyes shining. “How perfect¬ 
ly wonderful!” Then, after a moment: “When may I start 
working on my new dress?” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “When? Why, right away. 
Come along and I’ll tell you what I have in mind.” 

Soon Mary Louise was hard at work, and by February 2, 
1703, her new dress was finished. Since this was one of 
Our Lady’s feast days—that of the Purification—Father De 
Montfort announced that he would bless the new habit and 
Mary Louise might start to wear it right away. Then, 
although she was not yet a nun in the accepted sense, she 
might henceforth refer to herself as Sister Mary Louise of 
Jesus. 

When the ceremony of blessing was over, Sister Mary 
Louise was about to take up her usual duties for the matron. 
“No,” said Father De Montfort thoughtfully. “I’d rather 
you went for a walk through the town.” 

Sister Mary Louise stared at him. “A walk, Father? 
Now? All by myself?” 
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“Yes. You see, I'm anxious for everyone in Poitiers to 
know about the first Daughter of Wisdom and to hear what 
they have to say. And incidentally—” 

“Yes, Father?” 

“Be sure to walk up and down the main street. I want 
everyone to see you.” 

Without question Sister Mary Louise made ready for her 
walk, knowing full well what would happen. Within a 
matter of minutes she would be the center of attraction for 
scores of curious eyes. Men would stop their work, women 
their shopping, children their play, to gaze upon her. There 
might even be some who would laugh and make insulting 
remarks, for in eighteenth-century France most religious 
communities for women were cloistered and nuns were sel¬ 
dom seen in public. 

“What does it matter what people say or think?” she re¬ 
flected. “This is what Father De Montfort wants—a kind 
of Baptism for my new dress.” 

Then, walking resolutely through the front gates of the 
poorhouse, she once again offered the prayer with which 
that morning she had sanctified all she would do or suffer 
during the day—the short form of the Act of Consecration 
to Our Lady: 

“7 am all Thine and all I have is Thine, 0 most loving 
Jesus, through Mary, Thy holy Mother .” 
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“What does it matter what people think?” 
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Chapter 12 

S ISTER Mary Louise soon found that she had not 
been wrong in supposing that her walk through the 
center of Poitiers, wearing the grey homespun 
habit and the white cap and black veil which Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort had designed, would create a 
stir. She had gone only a short distance when she began 
to hear the cries of the gaping townsfolk. 

“Why, it’s Mary Louise Trichet!” burst out one woman 
in astonishment. “Julian Trichet’s daughter!” 

“Oh, no! It can’t be!” protested another. “She’d never 
be seen in an outfit like that!” 

“That’s right. She’s always been one for nice things.” 
Her heart beating fast, her head held high, Sister Mary 
Louise walked swiftly on toward the center of town, ignor¬ 
ing the hooting of small boys, the barking of excited dogs, 
the stares of strangers, the amazed glances of friends and 
acquaintances. Up the main street she went and down 
again, while a jumble of voices echoed on all sides and necks 
craned from open windows and doors. 

“Look! It’s the Trichet girl from the poorhouse!” 

“And she’s wearing some kind of uniform, just like the 
poor people!” 

“Why, she must be mad!” 

“Maybe Father De Montfort’s put a spell on her!” 
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“They do say he’s mad himself.” 

“Quick, shut the door! Don’t let her come in here!” 

“Throw a stone at her!” 

“No, no! Be careful! Her father’s an important 
lawyer!” 

“That’s right. And she’s not hurting anyone.” 

“But why is she dressed like that?” 

“Maybe she is out of her mind....” 

Poor Sister Mary Louise! When she finally reached the 
poorhouse again, she was trembling and exhausted. In all 
her seventeen years she had never been through such a har¬ 
rowing experience. But there was even more to come, for 
before an hour had passed Madame Trichet was at the front 
door, loudly demanding that she be allowed to see her 
daughter. Tears of rage were streaming down her face 
when Sister Mary Louise came to see what she wanted. 

“You wretched girl! You’re coming with me to the 
Bishop!” she stormed. “He’ll make you take off those ... 
those rags, and stay at home where you belong!” 

Sister Mary Louise looked helplessly at Father De Mont- 
fort, who had accompanied her to the door. What should 
she do? 

“Go along with your mother,” he advised kindly, ignoring 
the baneful glances of Madame Trichet. “And don’t worry, 
child. Everything’s going to turn out well.” 

Father De Montfort was right. The Bishop, although he 
listened patiently to all that Madame Trichet had to say, 
declared that he saw no reason to order Sister Mary Louise 
to lay aside her habit and return home. In the first place, 
hadn’t she asked her mother’s permission to live at the 
poorhouse? Then, hadn’t she also asked permission to wear 
her new dress? As for the fact that it was made of home- 
spun, that the material had been purchased by Father De 
Montfort with an alms someone had given him—why, such 
objections were pure nonsense! 
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“Madame, you should be very grateful that God has given 
your daughter a religious vocation,” he said sternly. “And 
remember this: she doesn’t belong to you any more, but to 
Him.” Then, turning to Sister Mary Louise: “Go in peace, 
child. And don’t let anyone frighten you. You’re going to 
do a great deal of good at the poorhouse.” 

These words did much to console Sister Mary Louise. Yet 
as the days passed and certain people at the poorhouse, the 
matron included, made slighting remarks about her new 
habit, suggesting that Father De Montfort was little less 
than a fool to dream of starting a religious community with 
only one young girl for a member, her heart sank. Re¬ 
peatedly she told herself that she and her spiritual guide 
were the slaves of Jesus in Mary, that they had given them¬ 
selves into the hands of the Blessed Virgin in order to be¬ 
come saints, and that therefore she would use the present 
trials to make them holy. Still, the depressing fact re¬ 
mained. Father De Montfort now had more enemies than 
ever before. Even many priests, good and zealous in their 
own way, misunderstood and criticized him. As for certain 
influential people in town, until now the most loyal and 
generous friends of the poorhouse—well, one by one they 
were falling away. 

“Father, why is it?” she burst out desperately one day. 
“Why are so many people trying to ruin your work?” 

For a moment Father De Montfort was thoughtful. Then 
he smiled cheerfully and shrugged his shoulders. “Sister, 
did you ever hear of Cornelius Jansen?” 

Sister Mary Louise shook her head. “No, Father. I 
never did. Who is he?” 

“The cause of all our troubles, I’m afraid. Because of 
him, people are suspicious of everything I do, especially of 
my sermons about the Blessed Virgin. And now that you’ve 
joined me and there’s talk of a new religious community be¬ 
ing formed—the Daughters of Wisdom—all his followers 
are up in arms. They’ll stop at nothing to spoil our plans.” 
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Sister Mary Louise was aghast. “But Father! Why 
don’t you go to see this man? Maybe if you talked to him 
and explained things....” 

Father De Montfort laughed. “I couldn’t do that, child. 
You see, Cornelius Jansen has been dead for sixty-five 
years.” And he proceeded to relate the unfortunate story 
of Cornelius Jansen, once Bishop of Ypres, in Flanders. 

He had been a good enough man in his way, and a real 
scholar, but he had drifted into error. Before his death, in 
1638, he had retracted all his errors, declaring that he 
wished to abide by the teachings of the Church. But unfor¬ 
tunately a book which he had written some time previously 
was published after his death. Of course it was condemned 
by the Pope and his Cardinals, and its circulation forbidden. 
Yet certain friends of the Bishop refused to obey this order, 
and gave the book wide publicity. As a result, much harm 
was done, for certain statements in the book gave rise to all 
manner of false teachings. Even now thousands of very 
good people were being deceived by them. 

“One of those ideas is that religion shouldn’t make us 
happy, Sister. Another is that we shouldn’t pay much at¬ 
tention to the Blessed Virgin or the saints. In fact, the 
Jansenists—or the followers of Bishop Jansen—would have 
us believe that our holy Faith is something to be feared 
rather than loved. So, when I tell people that the Blessed 
Virgin is their best friend; that, generally speaking, the 
surest and quickest way to become a saint is to give our¬ 
selves to her Son, through her, as slaves—well, the Jansen¬ 
ists are horrified. That’s making Our Lady too important, 
they say. Too familiar and lovable. She belongs in the 
background of our spiritual life.” 

Sister Mary Louise looked dismayed. “But Father, that’s 
what I used to think!” she burst out after a moment. 
“Why, when my sister Elizabeth told me of what you said 
in one of your sermons....” 

“Yes, I know all about it.” 
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“But... but I wasn’t a Jansenist, Father! Why, I never 
heard of Bishop Jansen until now!” 

“Not exactly,” said Father De Montfort kindly. “And 
of course it wasn’t your fault. Those who taught you when 
you were a child were to blame.” 

“But my parents are good Catholics, Father! They al¬ 
ways saw to it that we children went to church regularly, 
even when we were very small.” 

“Yes, but what did you hear in church? Any sermons 
about loving Our Lady as a real mother? About thinking 
of the saints as real brothers and sisters?” 

“N-no, Father. I guess we didn’t.” 

“Of course not. And why? Because here in France the 
Jansenists are very strong.” 

Sister Mary Louise was puzzled. “You don’t mean that 
there are priests who are Jansenists, Father? Here in 
Poitiers?” 

“Unfortunately that’s just what I do mean. There are 
dozens of them. And hundreds of lay people, too. But we 
mustn’t think ill of them, Sister, no matter what harm they 
do us. Instead, we must pray for them, and ask the Blessed 
Virgin to enlighten their minds.” 

Then, as Sister Mary Louise was considering this 
thought, Father De Montfort announced that he was going 
away again. There had been so much criticism of his work 
by the Jansenists and many others that the welfare of the 
poor, even of Sister Mary Louise herself, was at stake. But 
if he went away for a while the storm might blow over. At 
any rate, he would be off for Paris within a few days. 

Sister Mary Louise could scarcely restrain her tears. 
“But Father! What am I going to do all by myself?” she 
faltered. 

Father De Montfort smiled encouragingly. “Exactly 
what you do when I am here, Sister. And don’t worry. 
Everything’s going to turn out all right. Just wait and 
see.” 
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Chagitcr 15 

D ESPITE the encouragement which he had given 
Sister Mary Louise, however, Father De Montfort 
was worried. It was April, 1703, and he had been 
working at the poorhouse in Poitiers for some 
seventeen months. Twice he had thought it well 
to leave, because of the troubles and misunderstandings 
caused by his enemies. And now for the third time he was 
taking what amounted to a forced vacation. True, he had 
accomplished some good. The poor were much better cared 
for now than when he had first come. Then Sister Mary 
Louise! Ah, what good she would be able to do some day 
with many consecrated souls to help her! But as for him¬ 
self. ... 

“Lord, what do You want of me?” he prayed. “Isn’t it 
to be a missionary? To go about France preaching to the 
people, and bringing many to know and love You and Your 
Mother?” 

The missionary life! Yes, that had been Father De Mont- 
fort’s secret ambition since his early days in the Seminary 
of Saint Sulpice. But after his Ordination in 1700 when he 
had applied for permission to go to Quebec, in New France, 
to work among the Indians, he had been firmly refused. He 
was not the right sort, his superiors had said. He would do 
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more harm than good in Quebec, and end up by getting lost 
in the woods! 

As he trudged along the one hundred and thirty miles to 
Paris, begging his food and sleeping where he could (since 
he had no money of his own), Father De Montfort smiled 
ruefully at his early dream. The New World certainly had 
need of missionary priests. But wasn’t the same thing true 
of France? The mere fact that the Jansenists were so 
strong, that thousands of people could not read or write, 
that they knew little of the Catechism because there was no 
one to instruct them, was proof of this. 

“Dear Lord, I know I could do something to help,” he re¬ 
flected, “especially if I had a little company of poor priests 
to work with me.” 

But where was he to find such companions? After his 
Ordination he had preached a few missions and retreats in 
and around Nantes, but that experience had not been a 
happy one. The priests with whom he had worked had been 
so influenced by the writings of Cornelius Jansen that they 
had looked with alarm on any frequent or loving mention 
of the Blessed Virgin in a sermon. As for Father De Mont- 
fort’s custom of distributing holy cards and medals at a 
mission, of organizing colorful processions wherein the 
people marched through the town holding lighted candles in 
their hands and singing hymns which he himself had writ¬ 
ten—this was entirely too much. It was making religion 
too familiar, thev said, too childlike and recreational. In 
the end it would lead only to irreverence and abuse. 

“Poor souls!” thought Father De Montfort regretfully. 
“Their ways and mine are different. It’s just as well that 
I left Nantes when I did and went to work at the poorhouse. 
But perhaps in Paris I’ll find some priests who think as I do. 
Then, with the Bishop’s permission, we’ll call ourselves ‘The 
Company of Mary’ and spend our time in giving missions 
and retreats. Yes, and we’ll teach Catechism to the chil¬ 
dren, too, especially in the country districts.” 
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But when Father De Montfort arrived in Paris—shabby, 
tired and penniless—he soon realized that for the present 
the Company of Mary was to be no more than a cherished 
dream. For he had no influential friends in the city, and 
even certain priests whom he had known while a student at 
the Seminary of Saint Sulpice, good and zealous in their 
own way, gave his idea no encouragement. 

“And chiefly because of the part I want you to play in it, 
dearest Mother,” thought Father De Montfort sadly. 

Yes, the professors of the Seminary were as suspicious of 
the plans of their former pupil, now a priest for three years, 
as they had been in the past. While all agreed that he was 
a holy young man, there was genuine regret that he was still 
so unusual in his ways. 

“Mark my words, he’ll do great harm if he keeps trying 
to get people to become the slaves of Jesus in Mary,” in¬ 
sisted one. “That idea of consecrating oneself to the Blessed 
Virgin—well, it’s just too different to be good.” 

“And unnecessary, too,” put in another. “Why, I’m sure 
there must be thousands of canonized saints who never 
heard of it.” 

“Of course. The best thing for us to do is to leave Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort strictly alone. Probably he won’t stay 
long in Paris anyway.” 

Poor Father De Montfort! It was veiy depressing to 
find himself still criticized and misunderstood by his former 
teachers. But he bore the trial as best he could and finally 
decided to apply for a position as chaplain and general 
helper at the Salpetriere, the famous poorhouse in Paris 
where some five thousand needy men and women were 
lodged at public expense. 

For a while all went smoothly. The authorities at the 
Salpetriere were well pleased with the young priest who 
had come to them so unexpectedly, who thought nothing of 
working eighteen hours a day for his room and board. For 
one thing, he had a definite way with the sick and aged. 
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For another, sinners of all kinds were mysteriously drawn 
to him, so that within just a few days he had helped many 
hardened hearts to make their peace with God. Finally, his 
experience at the poorhouse in Poitiers had taught him how 
to manage a charitable institution most effectively and eco¬ 
nomically. 

However, there were certain officials at the Salpetriere 
who were jealous of Father De Montfort’s success. Deter¬ 
mined to get rid of him at all costs, they started a bitter 
campaign of lies and slander. When five months had passed, 
their efforts were rewarded. As Father De Montfort took 
his accustomed place at dinner one day, he found a curt note 
of dismissal under his plate. 

Of course he was hurt. Yet there were no complaints. 
Evidently it was not the Will of God that he continue to 
work among the poor in Paris. Very well. But what was 
he to do then? And where was he to go? He had no real 
friends in the city. And seemingly there was no chance that 
he would meet a priest like himself, poor and eager to lead 
the missionary life, so that something might be done about 
starting the Company of Mary. 

“Maybe God means me to pray and think about things for 
a while, rather than to work for others,” he decided. So 
casting aside all worries, he cheerfully set out from the 
Salpetriere to find some kind of quarters for himself. 

The place to which Providence finally led him could 
scarcely be called a room. It was little better than a dark 
closet under a stairway in a dilapidated house near the 
Jesuit church. Its only furniture was a tin wash basin and 
a bed of two bare planks. In fact, it was so poor a place 
that it could not possibly be rented to anyone. It was used 
chiefly for storage. 

“Don’t worry. It’s exactly what I’ve been looking for,” 
Father De Montfort told the surprised landlord, who, be¬ 
lieving that his shabby visitor was just another beggar, had 
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In this poor cell he v/ould pray and suffer. 






















offered him—in Christ’s Name—the only free space in his 
house. 

For several weeks Father De Montfort spent his nights 
in this strange cell, his days in the nearby Jesuit church. 
Every morning he appeared at a certain convent in the 
neighborhood where the Sisters, as ignorant as the Jesuits 
of his actual headquarters, gave him a meal. But the en¬ 
forced idleness and poverty did not make him sad. Rather, 
they filled him with joy. For well he knew that there is 
always a reason for suffering. It is a priceless coin with 
which to purchase good things for oneself and for others. 
So, he reasoned, if he bore his present loneliness and hard¬ 
ship willingly, many graces would be coming his way. And 
sooner or later the Holy Spirit would make known to him 
what he should do, not only about Sister Mary Louise and 
the Daughters of Wisdom but also about the Company of 
Mary, that little group of missionary priests which he hoped 
to found some day and place under Our Lady’s protection. 

But Father De Montfort’s hidden life in his room under 
the stairs was not to be of long duration. By chance he en¬ 
countered Bishop Bazan de Flamanville who had ordained 
him on June 5, 1700, at Perpignan. The Bishop, a kindly 
man, was in the city on business, but he was not too pressed 
for time to inquire what had happened to his young friend 
during the past three and one-half years. 

“Father, begin at the beginning,” he urged. “Tell me all 
about yourself and your work.” 

Father De Montfort was touched. How long it seemed 
since anyone had been interested—really interested—in 
what he was trying to accomplish! Soon, although he tried 
to keep back the more unpleasant details, he had told the 
Bishop his story. 

“And now I’m here in Paris for a little rest,” he con¬ 
cluded cheerfully. 

The Bishop was not deceived, however. “My son, you've 
suffered a great deal,” he said. “Things have been really 
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hard.” Then, after a moment: “I think I ought to take you 
to see Cardinal de Noailles.” 

Father De Montfort stared. Cardinal de Noailles, the 
famous Archbishop of Paris? 

“But Your Lordship....” 

“There, there. Don’t argue. I’m sure the Cardinal has 
some work for you to do. And important work at that. 
Come along. We’ll go to see him right now.” 
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Clin pt it 14 

T O Father De Montfort’s amazement, Cardinal de 
Noailles did have some work for him. And what 
a surprising task it was! He was to go and live 
with the hermits of Mont Valerien (whose head¬ 
quarters was on a lofty hill overlooking the city) 
and help them to a better knowledge and love of God. 

“You know about these men?” inquired the Cardinal 
anxiously. 

Father De Montfort nodded. “Yes, Your Eminence. I 
heard about them several years ago when I was a student at 
the Seminary here in Paris. In fact, I’ve even visited their 
church. But I’m not just sure what I could do about ... 
well, about helping them. After all, hermits are generally 
such holy men....” 

The Cardinal’s face was grim. “You don’t understand, 
Father. Things aren’t as they should be on Mont Valerien. 
Months ago the hermits lost faith in their superior. Now 
pride and jealousy have crept into the community. The 
Rule isn’t being kept, and unless something is done soon 
to bring these men to their senses there’s going to be serious 
trouble—perhaps even scandal.” 

Father De Montfort listened attentively to what the Car¬ 
dinal had to say. And though he was not at all sure that he 
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could help the hermits to achieve peace and good will, he 
promised to do what he could. Yes, he would go to Mont 
Valerien at once. He would live among the hermits for 
as long as was necessary. 

To Father De Montfort’s great relief, there was a warm 
welcome awaiting him when he reached the hermits’ lofty 
dwelling place. Gratefully he realized that he was wanted, 
that the hermits were more than eager to have help with 
their difficulties. And when, noting his threadbare cassock, 
they suggested that he put on their white woolen habit to 
protect himself against the chill winds that blew about the 
hilltop, he was touched. Perhaps, thi'ough God’s mercy, 
pride had not yet made too much headway in the communi¬ 
ty. Perhaps the work which the Cardinal had given him to 
do was not such a difficult one after all. 

“If I can just win the hermits’ confidence!” he thought 
hopefully. “Then surely half the battle will be won.” 

And what was the best way to win the hermits’ con¬ 
fidence? Recalling his experience at the poorhouse in Poi¬ 
tiers, especially among the sick and aged, Father De Mont- 
fort decided that the wisest thing to do would be to listen 
patiently to every grievance which the hermits had against 
one another. He would put himself in the position of each 
one who came to him—agree that this or that brother was 
inconsiderate, harsh, ill-tempered; that life was difficult and 
certain parts of the Rule most repugnant to human nature. 
Never would he make light of the troubles brought to him, 
or seek to minimize them in any way. In fact, on occasion 
he might even praise his confidant for having persevered so 
wonderfully in God’s service! 

But when the complaints were all finished, he would bring 
out his time-tested remedy. He would point out, as gently 
as possible, that troubles exist everywhere, even among 
souls dedicated to the religious life. The best thing to do 
about them, the only thing, is to turn to the Blessed Virgin 
for guidance. She, through God’s all-wise plan, can make 
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every suffering bearable, even understandable, if only one 
trusts her and asks her help. Not just once a day, or twice, 
but fifty times, a hundred times—in fact, as often as the 
soul is troubled and cast down. 

“Yes, that’s it,” Father De Montfort decided. “The 
hermits must come to know Our Lady as never before. 
They must learn to think of her as their best friend, as 
being really interested in them, and able to help them as no 
other creature can. Then they’ll know true peace.” 

Within just a few days Father De Montfort realized that 
his plan was bearing fruit. Slowly, surely, the hermits were 
beginning to find peace. There was no longer the same old 
bitterness between them. True, trouble did break out from 
time to time, but he was always able to clear it up in just 
a little while. 

“I’ve won the hermits’ confidence already!” he thought 
in amazement. “Rather, you have won it, dearest Mother! 
Oh, thank God!” 

Presently, to prove to the hermits that their Rule was 
not so difficult after all, Father De Montfort began to follow 
it to the letter—fasting with his new friends, praying with 
them, working with them—pointing out from time to time, 
very gently, that pride had been the cause of all the recent 
trouble between them; that it is one of the Devil’s chief 
tools for bringing souls to hell, but that it can be crushed, 
like any other vice, by the help of the Mother of God. 

Then early in March, 1704, Father De Montfort realized 
that his work was done. All was well with the community 
on Mont Valerien. Peace had been restored. The Rule was 
being kept perfectly, and he might now return to his 
quarters in the city to pray and think about his own future. 

But even as he took up his former abode (the same poor 
cell under the stairs in the house near the Jesuit church), 
his thoughts kept returning to Mont Valerien. How good 
it had been to spend those weeks in the quiet countryside! 
To breathe the fresh air of the hermits’ windswept hilltop! 
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Then the Calvary on Mont Valerien—that huge outdoor 
group of figures and crosses representing the death of 
Christ between two thieves—how impressive it had been! 
How beautiful! 

“There’d be far fewer sinners in France if every town 
could have a Calvary like that,” he told himself. “If ever 
I’m allowed to be a missionary, I’ll see that there are dozens 
of such Calvaries. The people will build them with their 
own hands at the close of a mission. And afterwards they’ll 
go there frequently to pray—especially to the Mother whom 
Christ gave them when He died.” 

But when would he be allowed to be a missionary? And 
where would he find co-workers who were not Jansenists? 
Recently he had met a former schoolmate, Father Claude 
des Places, who would have made an excellent missionary. 
True, a year ago he had opened a school in Paris for poor 
boys who wanted to be priests—the Seminary of the Holy 
Ghost—and this project was now taking all his time. But 
it was not for this reason that he had declined Father De 
Montfort’s invitation to join him in missionary work. His 
health was too poor, he had said. However, some day cer¬ 
tain boys whom he was now training might be able to 
help.... 

“That’s all very good, but what am I going to do in the 
meantime?” Father De Montfort asked himself over and 
over again. “Dearest Mother, what do you want of me?” 

Then, most unexpectedly, a letter arrived from Poitiers 
which seemed to answer everything. It was written by one 
of the men at the poorhouse in the name of his four hun¬ 
dred companions. 

“Father, please come back to us!” was the constant 
theme. “Since you’ve been away, things have gone from 
bad to worse here. We need you— desperately!” 

Father De Montfort read the touching appeal with mixed 
feelings. During the eleven months he had been absent 
Sister Mary Louise had carried on most successfully at the 
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poorhouse. But now funds were running low. Many on the 
staff had found work elsewhere, and the substitutes were 
ignorant and unskilled. Even the Wisdom Group had dis¬ 
banded because of death, illness and other reasons. Truly, 
things were in a bad way for all the poor in Poitiers. 

For several days Father De Montfort prayed and thought 
about the matter. Well he knew that the poor loved him, 
that he would be able to make their lot considerably happier 
if he returned. Then there was Sister Mary Louise. Un¬ 
doubtedly she needed him, too. But his enemies! What 
about them? Wouldn’t they stir up the same old troubles 
all over again? Once things were reorganized at the poor- 
house, wouldn’t there be gossip, slander, misunderstanding, 
just as in the past? 

Then suddenly Father De Montfort made his decision. 
The Jansenists would indeed do their best to ruin his work. 
They would make him suffer in a dozen different ways. But 
what of it? In God’s all-wise plan, more suffering was 
probably the price that must be paid before the Daughters 
of Wisdom and the Company of Mary could begin their 
work. 

“I’m going back!” he told himself, suddenly light-hearted 
and relieved beyond words. “I’m going back this very day!” 
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Chapter 15 

F ATHER De Montfort set out for Poitiers without 
further ado. Shabby, penniless, but wholly at peace 
in his mind, he covered the one hundred and thirty 
miles on foot in less than a week’s time. And what 
a welcome awaited him when he finally reached the 
poorhouse! Men as well as women wept openly. Bonfires 
were lighted in the courtyard. Even those on the staff who 
had been only too glad to see him leave eleven months ago 
came forward awkwardly to shake his hand. Sister Mary 
Louise wept in her joy and excitement. 

“Father, you ... you did come!” she burst out. “Oh, 
thank God!” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Did you think I wouldn’t?” 
“Oh, we did hope so, Father! But no one could be sure. 
In fact, the poor people didn’t even know where to send a 
letter to you. Then someone suggested they write to Fa¬ 
ther Leschassier at the Seminary of Saint Sulpiee. He 
would surely know where you were.” 

Father De Montfort nodded cheerfully. There was no 
need to tell Sister Mary Louise that for weeks his address 
had been a dark hole under a stairway in an old house in the 
slums of Paris. That Father Leschassier, his former di¬ 
rector, now had little use for him, and that he had given the 


73 


poor people’s letter to another priest for delivery. That 
this priest, Father Blain, had searched for him for days 
without being able to find him. That when he had found 
him, he had been almost speechless at the sight of such 
miserable quarters. 

“The letter reached me safely, Sister, and I came as soon 
as I could,” he said casually. “But—should we talk any 
more just now? There must be so much to do. And people 
to see, too.” 

Sister Mary Louise stared at him. It was eleven months 
since she had had the chance to talk to Father De Montfort, 
and now—after just a few minutes—he was apparently 
ready to go his way without a single question as to her own 
problems! Why, she had not even begun to explain how the 
members of the Wisdom Group had drifted apart; how 
much trouble her mother was still making because she re¬ 
fused to give up her present way of life and return home; 
how certain people constantly made fun of her because she 
insisted on staying where she was when she could so easily 
join the Benedictines, the Dominicans, or some other time- 
tested community; how, because of such ridicule, no young 
girl wanted to join her at the poorhouse and so make pos¬ 
sible the new Congregation of the Daughters of Wisdom.... 

Then suddenly she l’emembered somewhat similar oc¬ 
casions in the past. Why, this was just another trial which 
her spiritual guide intended for her good! If she were wise, 
she would make full use of it. 

“You’re right, Father,” she admitted honestly. “There is 
a lot to do. Some other time we’ll have a talk.” 

Of course Father De Montfort was well pleased with the 
attitude of Sister Mary Louise, although he gave no out¬ 
ward sign. But he was far from being heartless, and in the 
days that followed she was always in his thoughts and 
prayers. 

“The poor child needs a companion,” he reflected. “Some¬ 
one near her own age.” 
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Then one day he made up his mind. He would go to see 
Catherine Brunet, an attractive orphan girl who lived in 
Poitiers with an older sister. Despite her fondness for 
dress, her love of dancing and popular songs, Catherine was 
really very devout. In fact, for a while she had lived with 
the Wisdom Group and had been of great assistance to the 
blind superior. But her piety was so well hidden that no 
one had ever guessed its genuine depth. Indeed, her lively 
ways had more than once shocked Sister Mary Louise. As 
for her habit of whistling, especially the more solemn hymn 
tunes.... 

“I know Catherine has a religious vocation,” Father De 
Montfort told himself. “And it’s high time she did some¬ 
thing about it. Why, by now she must be in her late 
twenties. If she waits much longer, God may take it away.” 

But when Father De Montfort called to see Catherine 
and urged her to join Sister Mary Louise at the poorhouse, 
she burst out laughing. 

“You want to make a nun out of me, Father?” she ex¬ 
claimed, her dark eyes sparkling. “What a joke!” 

Father De Montfort smiled indulgently. “Well, why not? 
You’ve already had some experience in working for God’s 
poor. And done much good for them, too. But just think 
what would result if you were to give your whole life to 
their service —for His sake!” 

Catherine screwed up her pretty face in an expression of 
disdain. “Father, I’m surprised at you!” she exclaimed. 
“Don’t you know I’m not the type to be a nun? Why, I’d 
die if I had to stay cooped up at the poorhouse all my life! 
And to have to look like Mary Louise Trichet, in a home- 
spun dress....” 

“You don’t like the habit of the Daughters of Wisdom?” 

“Like it ?” Catherine flung up her hands in mock dismay. 
“Father, let’s not talk about that! Listen—have you heard 
this new song?” And she began to dance about the room, 
singing a lively air which had just caught her fancy. 
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For an hour or so Father De Montfort listened patiently, 
not only to Catherine’s latest favorite but to a dozen other 
popular songs as well. In fact, challenged by his young 
friend to make one gay air into a hymn, he obligingly did so 
by writing a new set of words. But finally he rose to go. 
Clearly Catherine had no intention of giving the religious 
life a trial. 

“At least, child, do me one favor,” he urged, as he stood 
at the door. “Will you?” 

Catherine looked at him suspiciously. “Well ... it all de¬ 
pends, Father. What is the favor?” 

“Just this. Somewhere in the world is a young woman 
who could help me a great deal. From all eternity God has 
intended her to be the second Daughter of Wisdom. Oh, 
Catherine! Won’t you say a little prayer that I find her 
soon?” 

Some of the suspicion faded from Catherine’s eyes. “Well, 
I suppose I could do that,” she admitted. “One Hail Mary a 
day, Father. Would that be enough?” 

“If you say it well, it would be more than enough,” he 
told her gratefully. 

As he took his departure, however, Father De Montfort’s 
heart was heavy. What a pity that a human creature should 
refuse one of God’s choicest gifts! For that was surely 
what Catherine was doing. Thi'ough fear of a little sacri¬ 
fice, she was turning away from a life that would bring her 
more joy than she ever dreamed. 

“And I can do nothing to make her see her mistake,” he 
thought. “Even God Himself can’t force the free will of 
one of His creatures.” 

Presently there was even greater cause for anxiety. For 
as Father De Montfort had feared, the Jansenists rose 
against him once more. They refused to give him any credit 
for the way in which things were improving at the poor- 
house. He was a slavedriver, they insisted. Then, what 
disturbing ways he had! Why, he seemed to care nothing 
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“Father De Montfort’s a dangerous man 







for dignity or tradition! He even wrote verses, set them to 
music, and had them sung in church as hymns! As for his 
misguided followers who called themselves the slaves of 
Jesus in Mary—well, week by week they were growing more 
numerous and spreading all sorts of strange notions about 
how to become holy in a short time. 

“This Father De Montfort is a dangerous man,” declared 
the Jansenists stubbornly. “We’ll have to get rid of him 
in one way or another.” 

For several months Father De Montfort bore his enemies’ 
new campaign of lies and slander in silence. Then early in 
1705 he came to a painful decision. To safeguard the wel¬ 
fare of his friends, he must leave the city at once. And this 
time there would be no returning. Surely the Bishop would 
understand and possibly even allow him to undertake some 
missionary work in the country districts? After all, this 
was what he, Louis Mary Grignion De Montfort, had always 
wanted. 

But what about Sister Mary Louise? Knowing that he 
would not be coming back to Poitiers, was it fair to leave 
her all alone at the poorhouse—a young religious dedicated 
to God’s service, keeping the Rule which he had written for 
the Wisdom Group, yet without any of the consolations of 
regular community life? 

Even while he pondered the distressing problem, Father 
De Montfort’s thoughts reached into the future. It might 
take ten years for the prejudice which was the chief obsta¬ 
cle to the formation of a new religious community to ease 
its force. Then a few courageous young women might come 
to be Daughters of Wisdom ... if it was God’s Will that the 
Congregation shoidd exist .... 

“But how can I ask Sister Mary Louise to wait that 
long?” he wondered sadly. “It doesn’t seem wise—or right.” 

In the end, after much prayer and thought, he decided to 
put the question to Sister Mary Louise herself. Did she 
wish to abandon the Rule which she had been following 
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and return home ? Or was she willing to persevere for per¬ 
haps ten years —alone ? 

“Child, you may go freely, if you wish, this very day,” he 
told her gently. “When things are so unsettled I have no 
right to ask you to stay.” 

Outwardly Sister Mary Louise was calm, but within she 
was on fire with indignation. Once again Father De Mont- 
fort was being driven from Poitiers by ignorant and malici¬ 
ous men. Once again he was being forced to leave all the 
good work he had done so that his friends might not also 
have to suffer from lies and persecution. But would she be 
compelled to leave, too? She would not! 

“Father, what’s ten years?” she asked lightly. “You go 
ahead with your missionary work. I’ll stay.” 

Tears of incredulous relief sprang into Father De Mont- 
fort’s eyes. “Child, you mean it?” he exclaimed. “You’ll 
stay here all alone at the poorhouse —for ten years?” 

Sister Mary Louise smiled. “Yes, Father. I’ll stay ten 
years,” she said serenely. 
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Chapter 16 

T HE Bishop of Poitiers was taken aback when Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort explained that it had become im¬ 
possible for him to remain at the poorhouse; that 
now he wanted permission to go about preaching 
missions and teaching Catechism to ignorant 
countryfolk—all without financial assistance from anyone. 

“And how do you plan to support yourself, Father?” 
asked the Bishop dryly. “Your meals, traveling expenses, 
a place to stay at night—” 

Father De Montfort smiled cheerfully. “Why, I’ll leave 
all that in Our Lady’s hands, Your Lordship. She’ll look 
after me.” 

The Bishop hesitated. What conflicting tales he had heard 
about this thirty-two-year-old priest before him! A number 
of advisers had actually suggested that he be banished from 
the diocese, or at least forbidden to preach. Others, though 
they deplored his unusual ways, stated that he was harm¬ 
less and even useful. After all, hadn’t he brought order out 
of chaos at the poorhouse, something no one else had ever 
succeeded in doing ? Finally there were those few who loyal¬ 
ly insisted that Father De Montfort was a saint, and that 
Poitiers was greatly blessed in having him. 

“My son, you sound as though you plan to be another 
Francis of Assisi,” said the Bishop. “Isn’t that kind of 
thing—well, a trifle impractical these days?” 
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Father De Montfort shook his head emphatically. “Oh; 
no, Your Lordship. Having confidence in the Blessed Virgin 
is never impractical. If you’ll just give me permission to 
take up missionary work, I’ll soon prove my point.” 

With some misgivings the Bishop finally granted Father 
De Montfort’s request. Moreover, he gave him as head¬ 
quarters in Poitiers the Chapel of the Penitents, with an 
adjoining house in which to live. Such a place would be 
useful whenever he was in the city, he said. Just now, of 
course, he was probably anxious to start his missionary 
work? If so, he might go to Montbernage, an outlying 
section of Poitiers, where the people were poor, ignorant 
and much given to drinking and gambling. In fact, Mont¬ 
bernage was in dire need of a mission. Since the nearest 
place of worship was the Church of Saint Radegunde, 
more than a mile away, scarcely anyone bothered to hear 
Mass or to receive the Sacraments. The people knew little 
about religion and cared less. 

“If you make only a dozen converts at Montbernage, your 
work will have been a big success,” said the Bishop. 

Far from being discouraged, Father De Montfort set out 
for Montbernage with eager promptness. At last he was a 
missionary, just as he had always dreamed! 

“Dearest Mother, I put this mission entirely in your 
hands,” he said. “With your help, it tvill succeed!” 

Of course the people of Montbernage scarcely knew what 
to make of the strange and shabby young priest who had 
come among them without introduction. As he took up his 
stand the first night on the main street (for there was no 
church), a rosary in one hand, a small statue of the Blessed 
Virgin in the other, they gathered about in curious, laugh¬ 
ing groups. Was he out of his mind? Did he think anyone 
was going to give him money— here? But the jests and 
mockery died away as Father De Montfort began to explain 
the mysteries of the Rosary—painting such colorful word 
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pictures of the Annunciation, the Visitation, the Nativity, 
that his listeners were stirred in spite of themselves. 

“Let us offer our Mother her favorite prayer,” he urged 
presently. “Come—you know the Our Father, the Hail 
Mary, the Gloria. Pray with me.” 

Shyly and awkwardly, for they really did not know the 
simple prayers, a few women tried to join in the Rosary. 
Then, as darkness began to close in, Father De Montfort 
announced that early the next morning he would offer the 
Holy Sacrifice of the Mass at this same spot. Then having 
sung a hymn in honor of the Blessed Virgin, he gave the 
crowd his blessing and disappeared as strangely as he had 
come. 

True to his word, Father De Montfort was on hand the 
next morning to offer Mass. His altar was a rough wooden 
board, which he himself set up and covered with a white 
linen cloth. This time only a small group of old men, women 
and children gathered about him (the younger men having 
already gone to work), but all were respectful and atten¬ 
tive. And when, having given a stirring talk about God’s 
love for even the poorest and most sinful of souls, he invited 
those present to join with him in offering the five Joyful 
Mysteries of the Rosary, a genuine effort was made to recite 
the none too familiar Our Fathers and Hail Marys. 

At noon, Father De Montfort took up his stand in the 
street once more. This time he led in the recitation of the 
five Sorrowful Mysteries of the Rosary, to which he added a 
simple sermon, a hymn and a lesson in Catechism for the 
children. Then he announced that there would be another 
service in the evening. 

“The easiest way to know God, to love and serve Him, is 
with the help of the Blessed Virgin,” he declared earnestly. 
“You will come tonight, won’t you, to learn something about 
her?” 

Nearly everyone in Montbernage was on hand that even¬ 
ing for the mission service. This time Father De Mont- 
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fort invited all to join with him in offering the five Glorious 
Mysteries of the Rosary. Then came the sermon. And 
what a sermon! For the first time in their lives the people 
of Montbernage were brought to the realization that the 
Blessed Virgin was not a cold, distant figure somewhere in 
the clouds. No, she was real. As real as their next-door 
neighbor. But oh—how much kinder, how much more eager 
to help than even the best of neighbors! 

“We have no better friend in all the world than Our 
Lady,” Father De Montfort insisted. “Why, God Himself 
gave her to us—not only to be our friend, but to be our 
mother! Oh, if we could grasp this—that Our Lady wants 
to make us happy; that the more trials and troubles we 
have, the more sins and temptations, the more she longs to 
come to our aid!” 

Father De Montfort’s unmistakable sincerity and his per¬ 
sonal interest in their welfare made a deep impression on 
the people of Montbernage. Before many days had passed, 
a number of them had come to him in Confession and made 
their peace with God. Then the Rosary rapidly became a 
favorite prayer for young and old, and confidence and trust 
in the Blessed Virgin flourished as never before. 

Father De Montfort was overjoyed. How marvelous it 
was to observe that drunkenness, gambling, impurity and 
other vices were gradually losing their hold on the souls of 
these people because of the words which the Holy Spirit 
was inspiring him to speak! Soon there was only one thing 
which troubled him. 

“The people here have no church of their own,” he 
thought. “What’s going to become of them when the mis¬ 
sion is over and there is nothing to remind them of God and 
His Blessed Mother?” 

At first there seemed to be no solution to the problem. 
Certainly the people of Montbernage could not afford to 
build even a small church, let alone to furnish and maintain 
it. Then presently Father De Montfort had an inspiration. 
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Suppose some building could be purchased for a modest sum 
and converted into a shrine to Our Lady? A place where 
the faithful could gather on Sundays and feast days for a 
few simple devotions of their own? 

“Well, there’s an abandoned barn in the center of town 
that might do, Father,” suggested someone. “Of course it’s 
not in the best of condition, but if the owner would let you 
have the place for a reasonable amount we could take up a 
collection and help to repair it.” 

Without delay Father De Montfort went to see the owner 
(who agreed to sell his property for a small amount), and 
soon everyone was hard at work. The men busied them¬ 
selves with the carpentry and painting, the women with 
cleaning and decorating, and in a few weeks a really at¬ 
tractive chapel had been made out of the old barn. Then, 
quite unexpectedly, friends in Poitiers donated a statue of 
Our Lady—old, of course, and much in need of paint—but 
of definite appeal. 

Father De Montfort was delighted when he looked at the 
newly arrived statue. It showed Our Lady as a queen upon 
a throne, the Divine Infant lying in her lap. And the face 
was so sympathetic, so kind and motherly.... 

“Queen of All Hearts!” he exclaimed. “Welcome! Wel¬ 
come to Montbernage!” 
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Chapter 17 

O F course the Bishop of Poitiers was delighted with 
Father De Montfort’s work at Montbernage. This 
young priest had made not only the dozen converts 
for which he himself had hoped but had succeeded 
in having all the townsfolk receive the Sacraments, 
renew their Baptismal vows and then take part in dedi¬ 
cating a shrine to Our Lady! It seemed almost too good 
to be true. 

“Father, now I want you to give a mission at Saint- 
Savin,” he said. “Things are just about as bad there as 
they ever were at Montbernage.” 

Father De Montfort nodded understanding^. Saint- 
Savin was another poor suburb of Poitiers, without a 
church of its own, where the people were given over to vice 
of all kinds. 

“I’ll be glad to go, Your Lordship,” he said. “With Our 
Lady’s help, I’m sure I could do some good there.” 

So presently Father De Montfort was busy once again 
with the work he loved so much: preaching in the streets, 
teaching Catechism to young and old; above all, bringing 
everyone to a better knowledge and love of the Blessed 
Virgin. 

The result? Within just a few weeks conditions in Saint- 
Savin had become vastly improved. Drinking, gambling 
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Once again he was busy with the work he loved. 
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and other disorders had given place to real virtue, and there 
was not a home where the Blessed Virgin was not loved and 
honored. In fact, the Rosary was now everyone’s favorite 
prayer. 

Naturally Father De Montfort was well pleased with the 
success of his second mission. What matter the cost to him¬ 
self? That, in order to win God’s blessing on his work, it 
had been necessary to do even more penance than usual ? 

“A missionary who doesn’t suffer as well as pray for 
others is in danger of being a complete failure,” he told him¬ 
self resolutely. “After all, the Devil isn’t going to stand 
idly by while souls are torn from his grip. He’s going to 
fight doubly hard to get them back. And only suffering, 
real suffering, can win the grace of his defeat.” 

As he reflected upon his recent success, however, Father 
De Montfort’s heart filled with fresh longing. If one poor 
priest could do so much for souls, what could he not do with 
one or more helpers? And yet the Company of Mary must 
still be only a dream, for even now he had met no priest 
with ideas actually akin to his! Again, despite his suc¬ 
cessful work at Montbernage and Saint-Savin, he knew that 
his enemies in Poitiers were watching his every move; that 
many of the clergy, being Jansenists, were stubbornly op¬ 
posed to any mention of the Blessed Virgin in a sermon; 
to an emphasis on the Rosary devotion; to processions 
wherein the people sang hymns and carried lighted candles 
and colorful banners. In short, to all religious practices 
which appealed to the eye and ear and which he himself 
had found so useful in touching the hearts of the unin¬ 
structed. 

Then one day as he was passing through the Chapel of the 
Penitents (which the Bishop had previously given to him as 
a headquarters). Father De Montfort stopped short. Kneel¬ 
ing before the Tabernacle was a poorly dressed youth, sun¬ 
burned and travel stained, a staff and bundle beside him. 
And he was saying the Rosary with touching devotion! 
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Much impressed, Father De Montfort drew closer to look 
at the young stranger. “He seems to be a country lad,” he 
thought. “I wonder who he is, and where he comes from ?” 

But minutes passed, and the youth continued to be lost 
in prayer. His eyes were shut. His cheap wooden beads 
slipped steadily through his fingers, and it was quite clear 
he had not the slightest notion that anyone was watching 
him. 

Suddenly Father De Montfort made up his mind. This 
was no ordinary farm boy. “Son,” he whispered, tapping 
the young man on the shoulder, “could I have a word with 
you ?” 

Startled, the young stranger looked up, then slowly rose 
to his feet. “Why ... why, of course, Father,” he said. And 
taking his staff and bundle, he obediently followed Father 
De Montfort from the chapel. 

In just a few minutes he had told his story. He was 
Mathurin Rangeard, eighteen years old, from the nearby 
village of Bouille-Saint-Paul. Recently a Capuchin Father 
had preached in his parish and ever since he had been think¬ 
ing of becoming a lay Brother in the Order. In fact, this 
very day he was on his way to the friars’ convent. 

Father De Montfort smiled. “No, son. I think you’re 
coming with me,” he said. 

Mathurin’s eyes shot open with astonishment. “With 
you, Father? But I don’t understand!” 

“Of course you don’t. Not yet. But you will. You see, 
Mathurin, I don’t think God wants you to join the Capu¬ 
chins. I think He wants you to join the Company of Mary. 
And only by coming with me can you do that.” Then, as the 
boy’s honest face continued to reflect puzzlement and dis¬ 
belief, Father De Montfort began to explain that the mis¬ 
sionary group which he hoped to found would need several 
Brothers as well as priests. And so eloquently did he speak 
that soon young Mathurin was filled with enthusiasm. 
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“You mean that I could be your first lay Brother, Fa¬ 
ther?” he demanded incredulously. 

“Yes. That’s just what I mean.” 

“But ... but you don’t know anything about me!” 

“No, except that you seem to love the Rosaiy. Tell me— 
do you say it often?” 

“Oh, yes, Father. Every day.” 

“Why?” 

Mathurin hesitated, overcome with a strange and sudden 
shyness. How could he explain, even to this kindly priest, 
how much he loved Our Lady? 

“Well....” 

“Because of your family? Your friends?” 

“Oh, no, Father! I don’t know anyone who prays to Our 
Lady. Or who thinks about her, either.” 

For a moment Father De Montfort was thoughtful. Then 
he laid his hand on the boy’s shoulder. “Son, wouldn’t you 
like to change that?” he asked kindly. “Wouldn’t you like 
to bring many people to know and love the Mother of God ?” 

Mathurin looked deep into the friendly eyes searching his 
own, and suddenly all his doubts and shyness vanished. “Oh, 
yes, Father!” he whispered eagerly. “I would! But how 
could I do anything? You see, I’ve never had any educa¬ 
tion. ...” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Don’t worry about that,” 
he said. “Just come with me and I’ll tell you what you can 
do.” 
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Chapter 18 

T HE days that followed were busy ones for Brother 
Mathurin. Not only did he accompany Father De 
Montfort on several new missions which the 
Bishop had suggested, dispensing rosaries, medals, 
candles, holy cards and other religious articles to 
those who crowded about his little stand before and after 
the sermons. He also prayed and reflected as never before, 
particularly about the Act of Consecration to Our Lady. 
For, like Sister Mary Louise, once Brother Mathurin had 
glimpsed just a little of its true meaning, he was on fire 
with eagerness to give himself completely to the Blessed 
Virgin so that she in turn might give him to her Son. 

“Father, I like the word ‘slave’,” he declared earnestly. 
“It ... it means so much! When may I be the slave of 
Jesus as Our Lady was? When may I make the Act of Con¬ 
secration?” 

Father De Montfort smiled encouragingly. “Why, in a 
month or so, Brother. You see, it’s best to pray and think 
a good deal before making the Act.” 

Brother Mathurin nodded gravely. “Yes, Father. I 
know. Because it’s going to change my whole life. Even 
if I don’t feel any different afterwards, there will be a dif¬ 
ference.” Then, after a moment: “How wonderful it’s go- 
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ing to be! I’ll give Our Lady everything, and she’ll do the 
same for me. Only she has so much more to give than I... 

Father De Montfort was deeply touched by the innocent 
sincerity of his new helper. How many times in explaining 
the Act of Consecration—the True Devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin Mary—had he not found his listeners fearful, full 
of doubts, even stubbornly opposed to the idea of giving 
themselves as slaves to Jesus through Mary! Almost every¬ 
one he had ever met had had a certain unconscious pride in 
serving God in his or her own way. People believed in 
saving their souls and winning heaven, not with Mary’s all- 
powerful help, but by dint of their own prayers and sacri¬ 
fices. The mere thought of slavery, even the Holy Slavery 
to Jesus through Mary, was something which thoroughly 
repelled them. Yet here was this unlettered farm boy, just 
eighteen years old.... 

“Brother, I’m glad you understand so much so soon,” he 
said gratefully. “But so that you may understand even 
more, suppose you say the Magnificat every day, slowly and 
carefully, and think upon it afterwards for several minutes? 
That will be a splendid preparation for making the Act of 
Consecration.” 

Of course Brother Mathurin was only too glad to do what 
he was told, and after some weeks came the great day when 
he was allowed to become the slave of Jesus in Mary. Kneel¬ 
ing before Father De Montfort in the Chapel of the Peni¬ 
tents, he recited the Act of Consecration to Our Lady with 
all the fervor at his command. And what joy filled his 
heart as he came to the principal part of the Act! Suddenly 
it seemed too good to be true that he, a poor boy from the 
country, could freely offer God, through His Immaculate 
Mother, a gift which no one else in the whole world could 
make—the gift of himself! 

“In the presence of all the heavenly court I choose thee 
this day for my Mother and mistress. I deliver and 
consecrate to thee, as thy slave, my body and soul, my 
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goods, both interior and exterior, and even the value of 
all my good actions, past, present and future; leaving 
to thee the entire and full right of disposing of me, and 
all that belongs to me, without exception, according to 
thy good pleasure, for the greater glory of God, in time 
and in eternity ....” 

Then presently there was fresh cause for rejoicing. Be¬ 
cause of the recent successful missions which Father De 
Montfort had preached in the parishes of Saint Radegunde, 
Saint Catherine and the Resurrection, the Bishop an¬ 
nounced that he might preach still another in the Church of 
the Calvary. This church belonged to the Benedictine nuns 
from the Abbey of Fontevrault (where Father De Mont- 
fort’s sister Sylvia had been a nun for some five years), and 
was one of the largest in Poitiers. It would hold at least 
two thousand people. And if more should come, services 
could easily be held in the great square outside. 

Naturally the Jansenists were not at all pleased over this 
decision of the Bishop. For weeks they had been watching 
Father De Montfort’s missionary successes with growing 
concern, although so far they had made no real trouble for 
him. After all, Montbernage and Saint-Savin were only 
poor suburbs of the city; the parishes of Saint Radegunde, 
Saint Catherine and the Resurrection not too important.. 
But now that there was to be a De Montfort mission at the 
Church of the Calvary, in the very center of town.... 

“Something’s got to be done about this priest,” they de¬ 
cided. “And right away. Otherwise he’ll become too popu¬ 
lar with the people and make things impossible for us.” 

Father De Montfort sensed that his enemies were about 
to stir up trouble, and confided his suspicion to Brother 
Mathurin. But the young man, in his inexperience, could 
not bring himself to believe that anyone could wish Father 
De Montfort ill. How could there be hatred of him, or a 
desire to interfere with his work? Why, he was a saint! 
You had only to listen to him preach to realize that. Or go 
to him in confession. Or watch him offer the Holy Sacrifice. 
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And what penances he took upon himself for the sins of 
others! Many days he lived only on bread and water, and 
the few hours of rest he allowed himself each night were 
always taken on the bare ground, with just a worn cloak 
for covering.... 

“Everyone must know that Father De Montfort’s the 
holiest man in Poitiers,” Brother Mathurin hastened to re¬ 
assure himself. “It’s just his humility that makes him fear¬ 
ful there’ll be trouble of some kind at the Calvary, and his 
words won’t be blessed.” 

For the first few days everything did go well with the 
new mission. So many people attended his sermons that 
frequently Father De Montfort was forced to preach from 
the open doorway of the church so that the great crowd in 
the public square outside could hear him. Then when it 
came time for confessions, several priests had to be called 
upon for help. As for the outdoor processions, the public 
recitation of the Rosary, the singing of hymns to the Blessed 
Virgin—it seemed as though everyone in Poitiers was on 
hand for these. 

Busy at his little stand with its display of holy cards, 
candles, rosaries and medals, Brother Mathurin smiled and 
nodded approvingly. 

“Just as I thought,” he told himself. “Everything is go¬ 
ing wonderfully well.” 

But meanwhile the Jansenists were not idle. Having dis¬ 
covered that because of one of Father De Montfort’s ser¬ 
mons some five hundred objectionable books and even more 
objectionable pictures had been brought to him to be burned 
in the public square, they were beside themselves with 
anger. A giant bonfire in front of the church? Why, this 
was scandalous! A disgrace! It was robbing the mission 
of any possible merit it might have had. 

“That Father De Montfort is alwavs trying to stir up 
the crowd and call attention to himself!” they told one an¬ 
other indignantly. 
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“That’s right. You’d think he was having a carnival, in¬ 
stead of a mission.” 

“He ought to have more sense than to use such common 
tricks.” 

However, the Jansenists well knew that they could not 
actually stop the burning of the books and pictures. By 
now too many contrite people were giving their support to 
this extreme measure. But perhaps the whole affair could 
be made such a mockery that the Bishop himself would 
intervene? 

There was considerable argument as to what to do. Then 
finally it was decided that a comic figure representing the 
Devil should be made and secretly set on top of the books 
and pictures to be burned. Then the Bishop would be in¬ 
formed of the ridiculous means which Father De Montfort 
was using to stir up contrition and repentance at the mis¬ 
sion. Naturally he would be very angry, and would come at 
once to stop such undignified proceedings, whereupon the 
people would be so impressed by the public rebuke given Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort that they would lose all faith in him. 
Then the mission would come to an inglorious end. 

“But the Bishop’s away,” protested someone suddenly. 
“The plan will never work.” 

“Yes, it will,” was the answer. “Isn’t the Vicar General 
in charge during the Bishop’s absence? When he hears 
what’s going on, he’ll come to investigate. And that will 
be even better, because he’s disapproved of Father De Mont- 
fort’s stupid ways ever since the beginning.” 


94 


Chapter L J9 

T HE Jansenists lost no time in putting their evil plan 
into action. They made a vulgar, straw-filled figure 
representing the Devil, and on the day that the 
books and pictures were to be burned brought it 
to the public square. 

“It looks more like a woman than the Devil,” scoffed one 
man. “Why not give her some earrings?” 

“Yes, and make them out of sausages,” jeered another. 
“The fire will roast them to a turn.” 

The suggestion was received with uproarious laughter. 
Anything to make Father De Montfort appear more ridicu¬ 
lous ! Accordingly, the stuffed figure soon had two sausages 
dangling from its ears, and amid hoots and jests it was 
lifted into place atop the mound of evil books and pictures. 

“Now, who’ll tell the Vicar General to come and see what 
Father De Montfort’s been up to ?” demanded the ringleader 
of the group. 

“I will!” shouted a harsh-faced woman. “I’ve had a 
grudge against that upstart missionary for a long time.” 

But there was no need for anyone to hurry to the Bishop’s 
house. Already a certain priest who tended toward Jansen¬ 
ism, horrified at the sight of the straw-filled figure and quite 
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ignorant that it was none of Father De Montfort’s doing, 
was lodging a bitter complaint with the Vicar General. 

“Monsignor, there’s something really scandalous going 
on outside the Church of the Calvary!” he burst out indig¬ 
nantly. “You’d better come at once.” 

In grim silence the Vicar General listened to what his 
visitor had to say. Then he began to pace the floor. Father 
De Montfort believed he was going to burn the Devil? Why, 
he must have lost what little sense he had! 

“It’s true, Monsignor!” insisted the priest breathlessly. 
“I myself saw the ugly figure. And I heard the people talk¬ 
ing, too. Oh, what a terrible day for the Church! And to 
think that afterwards-” 

The Monsignor stiffened. Surely there weren’t to be fur¬ 
ther indignities at the public square? 

“Yes, Father,” he urged impatiently. “Go on. What 
other tricks has that... that madman up his sleeve?” 

The priest glanced cautiously about the room. Then, in 
a voice that was scarcely above a whisper: “He plans to set 
up a huge wooden cross at the door of the church, Mon¬ 
signor—a kind of memorial to the mission. Afterwards 
there’ll be a procession of hysterical women around the 
square, with hymn singing and lighted candles and a lot of 
new-fangled prayers to the Blessed Virgin-” 

Suddenly the Vicar General stopped his pacing up and 
down. “That’s enough,” he declared grimly. “I’ll soon put 
an end to such antics.” And summoning a servant, he 
ordered his carriage to be brought at once. 

By the time he had reached the public square, the Vicar 
General’s plans were in order. Scarcely glancing at the pile 
of objectionable books and pictures, the stuffed figure of the 
Devil, the giant mission cross a few yards away, he leaped 
from his carriage and strode angrily toward the church. 
The crowd gathered about the open doors paid him little 
heed, for Father De Montfort was already preaching in the 
pulpit and every ear was strained to catch his words. 
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The ugly figure was brought to the public square. 
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“Stop!” cried the Monsignor, elbowing his way through 
the entranced listeners and on up the center aisle of the 
church. “Stop that sermon!” 

At once every head turned, and a gasp of astonishment 
ran through the congregation as the newcomer’s identity 
became known. But the Monsignor was too angry to notice 
any commotion. A few feet from the pulpit, with a baleful 
glance at Father De Montfort, he suddenly wheeled about, 
his hand raised menacingly. 

“By order of the Bishop, there’ll be no demonstration 
here today such as was planned!” he shouted. “No burn¬ 
ing of books! No burning of pictures! No procession! As 
for that wooden cross outside—someone take it away at 
once!” 

As the Vicar General began to upbraid Father De Mont¬ 
fort for his lack of good sense, his stubborn disregard for 
dignity where religious services were concerned, his spirit¬ 
ual pride that was leading hundreds of people astray, the 
congregation sat spellbound. But Father De Montfort, once 
the first bitter shock was over, gave no sign that he was 
disturbed. On the contrary, he knelt meekly in the pulpit 
and with bowed head listened in silence to the unjust ac¬ 
cusations. Nor did he lift his head until the Monsignor, 
eyes still flashing angrily and fists clenched, had stormed 
from the church and driven off in his carriage. Then, slow¬ 
ly, he came down from the pulpit—pale, but self-possessed. 

“My friends,” he said tenderly, gazing out at the sea of 
tense faces raised to his, “today we had thought to plant a 
cross at the door of this church. But it is not God’s Will. 
Our superiors are against it. It will be better planted in 
our hearts than anywhere else. Let us plant it there.” 

Then, with a faint smile, he suggested that all join with 
him in offering five mysteries of the Rosary. And having 
given the crowd his blessing, he quietly took his leave. 
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Chapter 20 

I F the Jansenists had hoped to destroy Father De Mont- 
fort’s work, their hopes were vain. For the next day 
(which was the closing day of the mission) even 
greater crowds assembled. And when it was dis¬ 
covered that he had invited none other than the priest 
who had denounced him to the Vicar General to be deacon 
at the Solemn Mass of Thanksgiving, everyone was im¬ 
measurably impressed. 

“It’s true,” one person told another. “Father De Mont- 
fort’s a saint. We’ve never had a better mission than his 
before.” 

Upon his return to the city, the Bishop found himself 
siding with the people—especially when he learned that it 
was not Father De Montfort but his enemies who had 
placed the stuffed figure of the Devil on top of the objec¬ 
tionable books and pictures. 

“Father, you’ve done good work,” he said encouragingly. 
“Now I want you to give a mission at Saint-Saturnin. 
Things are in a bad state there. In fact, what goes on at 
the Garden of the Four Figures is a disgrace to the whole 
diocese.” 

Father De Montfort’s heart filled with relief. In spite 
of everything, the Bishop was still on his side? Then the 
battle was far from being lost. With Our Lady’s help he 
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would give a really fruitful mission at Saint-Saturnin (an¬ 
other poor suburb of Poitiers where the people were slaves 
to vice of all kinds). As for the Garden of the Four Figures 
—that public park in the neighborhood where drinking, 
gambling and other disorders went on almost constantly— 
surely something could be done about it, too? 

“I’ll go to Saint-Saturnin at once, Your Lordship,” he 
said gratefully. “And thank you—thank you for every¬ 
thing !” 

Soon history was repeating itself. The crowds attending 
the mission at Saint-Saturnin were even larger than those 
at Montbernage and Saint-Savin. Once again there was the 
moving spectacle of candlelight processions through the 
streets, the public recitation of the Rosary, the renewal of 
Baptismal vows by hundreds of contrite sinners. Even 
more. Shortly after the close of the mission, Father De 
Montfort succeeded in erecting a makeshift shelter near the 
Garden of the Four Figures which he placed in charge of 
some charitable women for the use of the sick poor. Never 
again would the public park be a place of sin and wicked¬ 
ness. 

Of course the Jansenists were furious at such success. 
And when there began to be rumors that the most famous 
missionary in Poitiers possessed miraculous powers, that 
he had cured a number of invalids, including Madame 
d’Armagnac, the wife of the Governor of the city, they were 
beside themselves with rage. 

“This priest is really dangerous!” they declared. “Why, 
he must be in league with the Devil to work so many won¬ 
ders !” And they began such a campaign of lies and slander 
against him that finally even the Bishop grew uneasy. If 
Father De Montfort was really such a holy man, how could 
he have so many enemies? Perhaps there was some truth 
in these unfortunate rumors.... 

“Maybe I’d better tell him to stop giving missions,” he 
mused regretfully. Then, as fresh slander reached his ears, 
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he came to an even more painful decision. The young priest 
who was causing so much disturbance in the city had better 
stop preaching entirely! At least, in the diocese of Poitiers. 

Father De Montfort was giving a retreat to the nuns of 
Saint Catherine’s parish when the Bishop’s tersely-worded 
message reached him, and at first he could scarcely believe 
the dreadful news. It was now Lent of the year 1706, and 
he had been giving missions and retreats for only a few 
months. Surely it couldn’t be possible that his work in 
Poitiers was finished! Surely if he went to see the Bishop 
and explained things .... 

Then quickly he put the thought aside. The Bishop was 
a good and holy man, but most of his advisers tended 
toward Jansenism. The present situation was their fault, 
not his. 

“The Bishop wants peace,” he reflected sadly, “and there 
just isn’t any peace when I’m around. Who can blame him 
for what he’s decided to do?” And hiding his disappoint¬ 
ment as best he could, he promptly closed the retreat to the 
nuns and returned to his house near the Chapel of the Peni¬ 
tents. 

But Brother Mathurin was far from feeling such charity 
and resignation. By now he had come to realize that his 
beloved superior did have enemies, and strong and influen¬ 
tial ones at that. 

“Father, this should be stopped!” he burst out indignant¬ 
ly. “Every one of your missions has been a big success. 
Why doesn’t the Bishop remember that and pay no attention 
to the lies and gossip about you?” 

Father De Montfort smiled faintly. “Because it isn’t 
God’s Will, Brother.” Then, after a moment: “Besides, it’s 
part of the price to be paid.” 

Brother Mathurin stared. “Price, Father? What price?” 

As simply as he could, Father De Montfort began to ex¬ 
plain. That people should practice the True Devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin Mary by giving themselves, through her, to 
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be the slaves of her Son—in other words, by making the 
Act of Consecration—was an extremely great grace. Of 
course Satan knew this, and therefore was determined that 
the True Devotion should remain as little known as possible. 

“But God has a plan, Brother,” continued Father De 
Montfort earnestly. “We—you and I—can help all manner 
of souls, even those yet unborn, to see the True Devotion in 
its proper light and make it their own, despite all the ob¬ 
stacles Satan puts in the way. Can you guess how?” 

Brother Mathurin shifted awkwardly. “Do ... do you 
mean by suffering, Father?” 

“Yes. That’s just what I mean. In God’s all-wise plan, 
suffering has always been the best way in which to merit 
blessings for ourselves and for others. That’s why He sends 
it to us so often. But the suffering must be cheerfully and 
willingly borne, Brother, otherwise it loses much of its 
power for good.” 

For a moment Brother Mathurin felt depressed. Then, 
slowly, his spirits began to rise. “You mean all this trouble 
we’ve been having lately—it is worthwhile?” 

Father De Montfort laid his hand upon his young friend’s 
shoulder. “Of course, Brother. Why, this very suffering 
can help to merit for friends and strangers alike the grace 
to practice the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. 
To pay the price of that grace, so to speak. And that’s all 
we care about, isn’t it?” 

Suddenly Brother Mathurin’s eyes shone with new cour¬ 
age. “Oh, yes, Father!” he burst out eagerly. “That’s all 
we care about!” 

Then, even as the future began to take on more promise, 
Father De Montfort made a startling announcement. In a 
few days he planned to leave for Rome to ask a great favor 
of His Holiness, Pope Clement the Eleventh. 

“I want his permission to go to the foreign missions, 
Brother. I think that I—and you, too—could do more good 
for souls there than anywhere else.” 
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Brother Mathurin could scarcely believe his ears. The 
foreign missions! “You mean we’re to go to ... to China, 
Father?” he exclaimed incredulously. 

“Possibly. Or to India. Or to Japan. Or even to the 
New World. It makes little difference, so long as there are 
souls to be saved. Now, will you pray very hard that the 
Holy Father grants my request?” 

Suddenly Brother Mathurin’s heart was full to overflow¬ 
ing. What a brave man his superior was! How heedless of 
hardship or even of danger when it was a question of bring¬ 
ing others to know and love Our Lady and her Son! 

“Of course I’ll pray, Father,” he said eagerly. “I’ll say 
an extra Rosary every day for your intention —and mine!” 
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Chugiter 21 



LTHOUGH the Bishop had now forbidden him to 
preach from any pulpit in the diocese, Father De 
Montfort felt that it would do no harm to say 
good-bye to his many friends by means of a cir¬ 
cular letter. So, after a fervent prayer to the Holy 
Spirit for enlightenment, he set himself to penning a few 
lines to the people of Montbernage, Saint-Saturnin and 
other places where he had given missions. 

With touching earnestness he begged all who had made 
these missions to be faithful to their good resolutions; to 
abstain from servile work on Sundays; to say the Rosary 
every day, receive the Sacraments at least once a month and 
do what they could to discourage bad language among 
friends and acquaintances. Then he urged that all join 
with him in prayer that the present pilgrimage to Rome 
might be blessed by God. 

The letter finished, there was no need to wait any longer. 
Accompanied by a young Spanish student (who had 
earnestly begged leave to go with him), Father De Mont¬ 
fort set out on foot for Rome early in March of the year 
1706. Allowing for visits at various shrines along the way, 
he would surely reach the Eternal City late in May. Then, 
God willing, he would have his audience with the Holy Fa¬ 
ther early in June. 
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“Dearest Mother, please bless this trip!” he prayed. “Let 
it bring many graces, not just for myself but for all those 
for whom I ought to pray.” 

Of course the young Spanish student realized his great 
good fortune in being allowed to be Father De Montfort’s 
companion. What did it matter if the holy man insisted 
that they make the entire journey on foot, without funds 
of any sort, begging their bed and board as they went 
along? Providence would surely supply all their needs. 

Yet after the first few days, the youth’s courage began 
to falter. It was not so easy to lead a beggar’s life; to suf¬ 
fer insults and misunderstanding; to keep walking when 
one was both tired and hungry; to sleep on the bare ground 
at night, or at best in some barn with the cattle. Natural¬ 
ly Father De Montfort realized all this, too, and did his best 
to encourage his young friend. 

“My son, let’s think of the good Saint Dominic,” he sug¬ 
gested one day. “He was a Spaniard like yourself, and he 
made this trip to Rome many times—always penniless and 
on foot. And look what his sufferings accomplished! Why, 
he founded one of the greatest religious Orders in the 
Church! And he helped to stamp out the Albigensian 
heresy, too.” 

The young student nodded gloomily. “Yes, Father. I 
know. But... but Dominic was a saint! He knew how to 
suffer well.” 

“And you don’t?” 

“Oh, no! I don’t like suffering at all!” 

Father De Montfort smiled. Not so long ago he had 
heard almost these same words from the lips of another 
young man—Brother Mathurin. Yet of late, through the 
practice of the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin 
Mary.... 

“Well, son, perhaps this pilgrimage will make a big 
change in you,” he said consolingly. “Remember, there’s 
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an old saying that no one ever visits Rome without becom¬ 
ing much better or much worse for the experience. Much 
better, if he profits from the many privileges springing 
from the presence of Christ’s Vicar and the relics of count¬ 
less saints; much worse, if he rejects or makes little of 
them.” 

Then, as his young companion’s spirits did not seem to 
rise, Father De Montfort suggested that from now on they 
ask Saint Dominic to guide and strengthen them. 

“We’ll offer his favorite prayer—the Holy Rosary—as 
many times a day as we can,” he said kindly. “That way, 
he’ll be sure to help us. And Our Lady will help, too. Why, 
it could well happen....” 

“What could, Father?” 

“It could well happen that we would be given the same 
graces that Saint Dominic received on his pilgrimages. We 
might even be helped to use them properly, too. And surely 
that would be the greatest grace of all?” 

As the days passed, Father De Montfort could not help 
wondering at the sudden and surprising interest which he 
himself had taken in Saint Dominic. In many ways (al¬ 
though their lives were separated in time by five hundred 
years), his case and that of the Spanish friar were strange¬ 
ly similar. Thus, for years Dominic had yearned to found 
a companv of traveling preachers who would stamp out 
heresv in France, but instead God had first led him to es¬ 
tablish a commimitv of nuns. True, there had been nine 
women in the little convent at Prouille, as compared to his 
one spiritual daughter in the poorhouse at Poitiers. And 
when male helpers had finally come they had numbei’ed six 
—priests, clerics and laymen—in contrast to the soli- 
tarv Brother Mathurin. Nevertheless there was a simi- 
laritv. 

Then presentlv an even more surprising thought struck 
Father De Montfort. Saint Dominic’s first trip to Rome 
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“But Dominic knew how to suffer well!” 
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had not been undertaken in the interests of a new religious 
Order at all! Rather, he had journeyed to the Eternal City 
to ask the Holy Father’s permission to preach to the savage 
Tartar tribes in eastern Europe. 

“Dominic wanted to be a foreign missionary, too, but the 
Pope told him to return to France because he was needed 
there to fight the heretics,” he mused. “Could it be possible 
that the same thing will happen to me? That I am meant 
to fight the Jansenists in France? That I’ve been led to 
think about Saint Dominic only to find inspiration in his 
obedience when the time comes?” 

But, as had been his custom from youth, he spent no time 
in worrying about the future. Wasn’t he the slave of Jesus 
in Mary? Well, then, everything was in their hands. They 
would take care of all that concerned him. 
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Chapter 22 

A S he had planned, Father De Montfort arrived in 
Rome late in May—tired, but gloriously happy. 
What a wonderful trip it had been, particularly 
the two-week stop at Loreto where he had had the 
privilege of offering Mass each day in one of the 
most inspiring shrines in the world—the Basilica of the 
Holy House of Nazareth! Then the picturesque towns of 
Assisi, Perugia, Viterbo—what happiness he had also found 
within their walls! But as he knelt by the tomb of Saint 
Peter, he realized that the best was still before him. For 
he was in Rome at last, with its countless churches and 
shrines and relics of the martyrs. And in a few days he 
would be face to face with Pope Clement the Eleventh. 

It was on June 6, through the good offices of the Pope’s 
confessor, that Father De Montfort found himself kneeling 
at the feet of Christ’s Vicar on earth. He had prepared a 
little speech in Latin for the occasion, and had just begun 
to read it, when the Pope laid a friendly hand upon his 
shoulder. 

“My son, why not speak in your own language?” he sug¬ 
gested kindly. “It would be ... well, so much less formal.” 

Father De Montfort looked up with surprise and joy in 
his eyes. What an understanding man the Pope was! How 
fatherly and sympathetic! 
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“Of course, Your Holiness,” he said eagerly. And at 
once began to pour forth the story of his six years in the 
priesthood; his desire to instruct the ignorant by means of 
missions and retreats; his great love of the Blessed Virgin; 
an account of the True Devotion; his troubles with the Jan- 
senists; the dream of helping others through the Daughters 
of Wisdom and the Company of Mary. Finally he expressed 
the thought that perhaps God meant him to do these things 
in some foreign land, rather than in France. 

“It’s for this reason that I’ve come to see you, Your 
Holiness,” he explained hopefully. “Do you think I should 
go to the Orient? Or would it be better to go to the New 
World?” 

Pope Clement looked at his visitor with keen interest. 
Then he leaned forward thoughtfully. “My son, how old 
are you?” he asked. 

“Thirty-three, Your Holiness,” Father De Montfort re¬ 
plied eagerly. 

“You have good health?” 

“Oh, yes! The very best.” 

“You really want to save souls, no matter what the cost?” 

Father De Montfort felt his heartbeats quicken. At last 
the great moment had come! “It’s what I've wanted all my 
life,” he said simply. 

With a little smile, the Pope lifted his hand in blessing. 
“Then return to France, Father. Preach, pray and suffer 
there. That is your vocation.” 

For an instant Father De Montfort experienced a shock 
of disappointment. Then the image of a Spanish friar, clad 
in black and white, flashed across his mind and he bowed 
his head in submission. So, he had been right after all! 
Like Dominic de Guzman, he was not to go to the foreign 
missions.... 

The Pope had been observing his visitor closely. “Don’t 
worry, Father ,” he said encouragingly. “Of course the Jan- 
senists will make things hard for you, but all the same you’ll 
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do wonderful work.” Then, after a moment: “You’re to go 
back to France with more authority than when you came— 
as a Missionary Apostolic. Only take care never to flaunt 
the title. Work always in perfect submission to the Bishops 
of the dioceses into which you may be called. By this means 
God will give His blessing to your labors.” 

There was other advice which Pope Clement had to give, 
and Father De Montfort listened carefully. By now the 
first shock of disappointment had passed, and he was at 
peace. How good to know that His Holiness had no fault 
to find with his preaching methods! That he approved of 
the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary! That he 
had given authority to impart the Papal Benediction at the 
close of every mission and retreat! That he had blessed a 
small ivory crucifix brought from France so that now all 
who kissed it at the hour of death, while being truly con¬ 
trite for their sins and invoking the Names of Jesus and 
Mary, might receive a plenary indulgence.... 

Without delay he set about the return trip, the ivory 
crucifix fastened securely into the top of his traveler’s staff. 
What work lay ahead he did not know. Possibly the Bishop 
of Poitiers had had a change of heart during his absence 
and now would permit him to take up missionary work 
again. Yet what about the Bishop’s friends and advisers? 
Surely it was too much to hope that they would be in favor 
of his return.... 

“Still, it won’t do any harm to see what’s been happening 
in Poitiers.” Father De Montfort decided. “After all, I did 
promise Brother Mathurin to meet him there.” 

So, despite the summer heat, the new Missionary Apos¬ 
tolic doggedly made his way back to Poitiers, and on the 
morning of August 25, the feast of his patron, Saint Louis 
of France, he arrived at Liguge, a suburb some five miles 
outside the citv. Anxious to offer Mass, and knowing that 
the Jesuit Fathers would be glad to see him, he went at 
once to their church. And here, to his great surprise, he 
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met Brother Mathurin. Yet when the greetings were over 
and he had offered the Holy Sacrifice, he sensed a certain 
uneasiness in his young follower. And among the Jesuit 
Fathers, too. Conversation did not flow easily. All seemed 
to be looking at him as though they had never seen him 
before. 

“Well, what’s the trouble?” he asked cheerfully. “Brother 
Mathurin, your eyes are as big as saucers. Is something 
wrong?” 

The young man hesitated. How could he put into words 
all that was in his heart? Why, his beloved superior had 
aged at least ten years since his departure for Rome! 
Burned by the sun and wind, he was even shabbier than 
usual. And so dreadfully thin! Then, too, he had developed 
a painful limp from so much walking.... 

“N-nothing’s wrong, Father,” he stammered. “It’s just 
that you look so ... so different. And tired.” 

Father De Montfort laughed. “Different? Tired? 
Brother, I never felt better in mv life. Come, it’s time we 
got started for the city. I want to see the Bishop as soon 
as I can.” 

At these words, the Jesuit Fathers looked at one another 
uneasily. Then the Superior quickly suggested that the 
visit be postponed for a while. 

“You’ve come a long way, Father.” he said. “Why not 
have a good rest before going into the city?” 

Father De Montfort was not deceived. So—there was 
some kind of trouble? His enemies had been busy during 
his absence and had poisoned the Bishop’s mind against 
him still further? 

“No, I think I ought to see His Lordship right away,” 
he said. “Come. Brother.” And having thanked the Jesuits 
for their hospitality, he set out for Poitiers without asking 
any Questions. But in just a little while he had turned 
curiously to his young companion. 
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“Brother, tell me everything,” he urged. “What’s been 
happening here these last five months ? Why were you wait¬ 
ing for me at Liguge, instead of at the Chapel of the Peni¬ 
tents in the city?” 

Brother Mathurin swallowed hard. What was the use 
of trying to evade the issue? To explain that the trip to 
see the Bishop was useless? 

“Father, His Lordship doesn’t want you around any 
more!” he blurted out. “He’s taken back the Chapel of the 
Penitents. And the house too. I... I don’t think he’ll even 
let you say Mass in the city. Look, couldn’t we go back to 
Liguge? It’s five miles to the Bishop’s house, and you’re 
limping so badly....” 

Father De Montfort stopped. The Bishop had forbidden 
him to offer Mass in Poitiers? Surely his enemies hadn’t 
gone that far with their lies and slander! 

Or had they? 
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Chapter 25 

D ESPITE Brother Mathurin’s fervent pleading, Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort decided to continue on to the 
city.. And here his worst fears were realized. 
The Bishop informed him, coldly, that there was 
no longer a place for him in Poitiers. Not only 
was he forbidden to offer Mass in any church or chapel. He 
must leave the city within twenty-four hours. 

“You’ve done more harm than good, Father,” he said. 
“There’s been nothing but trouble and unpleasantness ever 
since you came.” 

Poor Father De Montfort! The Bishop’s words cut him 
to the quick. Yet he made no excuses for himself. Nor 
did he protest that Pope Clement the Eleventh approved of 
his preaching: methods, and had just sent him back to 
France as a Missionary Apostolic. No, the Bishop was a 
good and holy man, and he was doing only what he believed 
to be right. If anyone was to blame for the present mis¬ 
understanding, it was the Jansenists who were the Bishop’s 
friends and advisers. 

But what to do now? And where to go? In the end, 
Father De Montfort decided to visit a priest-friend who 
lived some eighteen miles outside the city. He would ask 
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him for a week’s hospitality, during which time he would 
pray for light concerning the future. 

Brother Mathurin protested. Set out on foot on an 
eighteen-mile trip when it was almost noon and the August 
heat at its worst? Why, this was enough to kill any man, 
let alone one who was lame and worn after a difficult pil¬ 
grimage to Rome! Surely it would be far better to spend 
the day in Poitiers with the Jesuit Fathers (still their loyal 
friends), then make plans for the future? 

Father De Montfort smiled faintly. "And run the risk 
of not having a place to sav Mass in the morning? Oh, no, 
Brother. That will never do. Come along.” 

Then, as he had done so many times in the oast. Father 
De Montfort set himself to raising the soirits of his young 
follower. This present suffering was not without point, 
he said. Providence had sent it to them so that thev might 
merit manv graces for themselves and others. For instance, 
because of their hardships on this eighteen-mile walk in 
the hot sun, over rough country roads, surelv someone, 
somewhere, was receiving the grace to overcome a tempta¬ 
tion? Then the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary! 
Undoubtedly it also was being practiced through the merits 
of this present trial. 

"Remember what I told you not so long ago, Brother? 
To make the Act of Consecration to Our Lady and so be¬ 
come the slave of Jesus in Marv is one of the greatest graces 
that a person can receive. But the price is very high. And 
seemingly God has let us be among the first to pay it—for 
ourselves and others.” 

Brother Mathurin nodded gloomily. “Yes, Father. I 
know. But if only we could be sure-” 

“Sure of what, Brother?” 

"Well, that people appreciate what we’re doing for them. 
For instance, if we just knew how many there are! And 
who they are! Or what might happen to them if we didn’t 
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suffer, and if they didn’t know about the Act of Consecra¬ 
tion to Our Lady....” 

Father De Montfort smiled understanding^. “You think 
that would help?” 

“Oh, yes, Father! I know it would!” 

Suddenly Father De Montfort stopped and pointed to a 
wide valley shimmering before them in the noon-day sun. 
His face was radiant. “Brother, some day, if you and I do 
what God asks of us, we’ll go to heaven. And with us and 
after us will come more men, women and children than that 
valley can hold. And they’ll be there chiefly because of the 
graces that came their way when they learned about the 
Act of Consecration to Our Lady from us —and made it!” 

Brother Mathurin stared. “You mean all these people 
will go to heaven just because of what we have to tell them 
about the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary?” 

“Yes. Only let’s put it this way. They’ll go there more 
easily because of that, Brother.” 

“And if we don’t tell them?” 

“Then certainly some will have to spend a very long time 
in Purgatory. And others—although it’s a hard thing to 
sav—may never reach heaven at all.” 

Brother Mafhurin could scarcely believe his ears. Why, 
the vallev could hold thousands of people! Even hundreds 
of thousands! And if the salvation of all these souls de¬ 
pended. even in a small measure, on the part he had to play 
in telling others of Our Ladv’s wav of making saints.... 

“Father, if we could just know who some of these people 
are!” he nersisted. “Whore they live ... what they’re doing 
now....” 

A soft light crept into Father De Montfort’s eves as he, 
too, looked out upon the valley. “My son. huge numbers 
of those people you’re thinking about aren’t even born,” he 
declared earnestly. “They belong to future times—to the 
nineteenth century, even to the twentieth....” 


116 



Why, the valley could hold thousands of people! 
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Brother Mathurin’s eyes shot open with astonishment. 
“The twentieth century, Father? Oh, no!” 

“And why not?” 

“But that’s tco far away! Why, we’ll both be dead and 
buried even before this eighteenth century is over!” 

“No matter. Through God’s mercy, you and I can pay 
the price for future generations to know and love the True 
Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. And as for all these 
people being grateful to us for helping them to get to heaven 
more easily—well, can you imagine a saint, a perfect soul— 
not knowing how to say ‘thank you’?” 

Suddenly new courage filled Brother Mathurin’s heart. 
Father De Montfort spoke so convincingly! 

“You’re right, Father,” he admitted. “There is a good 
reason for all these troubles of ours, just as you say.” 

Presently the future took on fresh promise. Following 
an eight-day retreat at the house of his priest-friend outside 
Poitiers, Father De Montfort announced that they would 
be going to Brittany. After pilgrimages to the famous 
shrine of Our Lady at Saumur and that of Saint Michael 
off the west coast of France, they would seek an audience 
with some Bishop and ask for missionary work. 

Brother Mathurin’s eyes shone. Brittany! Why, this 
western province was the birthplace of Father De Mont¬ 
fort! Here lived his parents, his brothers and sisters and 
those who had known him since childhood. Surely a royal 
welcome would await the two of them at Rennes, Dinan and 
other Breton towns? Surely, at least for a little while, there 
would be no more trials and troubles? 
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Chapter 24 


T HE travelers did receive a warm welcome in Brit¬ 
tany, and on the way there, too, particularly in 
Saumur at the convent of the Sisters of Saint Anne 
of Providence. Then at Rennes there was a happy 
meeting with Father De Montfort’s aged parents 
and a priest-uncle. For two busy weeks, at the invitation of 
the local authorities, there was a constant round of preach¬ 
ing in various churches, as well as in the two seminaries of 
the town. Greatly encouraged, Brother Mathurin would 
have been quite content to remain in Rennes, but Father De 
Montfort did not feel that this was God’s Will. 

“We ought to go to Dinan as soon as possible, Brother,” 
he announced one day. “I’m sure we owe that much to 
Blessed Alan.” 

Once Brother Mathurin would have been quite puzzled at 
such a statement, but not now. For Blessed Alan de la 
Roche, who had died in 1475, was one of Father De Mont¬ 
fort’s favorite heavenly friends. What was more natural 
than that he should want to visit the famous shrine at 
Dinan dedicated to this zealous Dominican friar who had 
spent much of his lifetime of forty-seven years in pro¬ 
moting devotion to Our Lady by means of the Holy Rosary? 
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It was on the Feast of All Saints of that same year, 1706, 
that master and disciple started the thirty-mile journey to 
Dinan. Brother Mathurin was more than ordinarily ex¬ 
cited, for he felt sure that they would spend the night at 
Montfort-la-Cane, Father De Montfort’s birthplace. Once 
again, as at Rennes, there would be the chance to meet those 
who had known his beloved superior since childhood, and 
who could tell many interesting stories about him. But pres¬ 
ently he found that Father De Montfort had other plans. 
They would not interrupt their journey by stopping at 
Montfort-la-Cane. Instead, they would spend the night at 
La Bacheleraie, an obscure village about a mile and one- 
half distant. And they would do so as complete strangers 
—without telling anyone who they were—at least, not right 
away. 

Naturally Brother Mathurin was disappointed, but his 
spirits rose when he learned that Father De Montfort’s 
childhood nurse, an old woman named Andree, lived in La 
Bacheleraie, and that they would ask hospitality from her. 

“At least she’ll be able to tell me something about the 
past,” he reflected. 

Darkness was falling when the two travelers arrived at 
Andree’s house. Still under strict orders not to reveal his 
identity, or that of his companion waiting in the shadows, 
Brother Mathurin stepped up to the threshold. He was to 
act as though they were two poor beggars who needed food 
and lodging for the night. The good Andree would ask no 
questions, and thus merit far more for her kindness than if 
she had known who her visitors really were. Later, of 
course, Father De Montfort would reveal his little joke. 
Then, what rejoicing! What happiness for all! 

But to Brother Mathurin’s great dismay, it was not An¬ 
dree who answered his knock but her son-in-law—a grim¬ 
faced man with an uncertain temper. 

“Bed and board for two tramps?” he snapped indignant¬ 
ly, as Brother Mathurin made known his needs. “I should 
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say not! Be off with you, fool!” And with a muttered oath, 
he slammed the door and made it fast. 

Brother Mathurin could scarcely believe his ears, and 
was on the point of knocking again when Father De Mont- 
fort shook his head. “No, Brother, we’ll try another 
house,” he said gently. “Can’t you see we’re not wanted 
here?” 

However, within a few minutes it was evident that no 
one else in La Bacheleraie would shelter two homeless men 
either. Apparently there was nothing to do but spend the 
chill November night in the open. Then suddenly Father 
De Montfort had an idea. Inquiry had already revealed that 
the poorest person in the village was an old man named 
Peter Belin. Perhaps if they asked him for a little food and 
a place to sleep.... 

Of course old Peter was surprised when the two travelers 
presented themselves with their request. But he did not 
turn them away. 

“Sirs, I have only the floor to offer you for a bed,” he con¬ 
fessed. “And not much more than bread and water for 
your supper. But you’re very welcome to what I have.” 

Brother Mathurin looked hopefully at Father De Mont¬ 
fort. By the light of Peter’s candle he could see that the 
old man’s shack was in poor repair, but that it was also neat 
and clean. And there was something about Peter himself, 
a certain kindness and grace.... 

Father De Montfort smilingly returned his companion’s 
hopeful glance. Then he laid his hand on the old man’s 
shoulder. How well he remembered Peter! How often he 
had spoken with him as a child! But of course the old man 
did not recognize him, for twenty-one years had passed 
since Louis Mary Grignion, a boy of twelve, had left these 
parts to enter the Jesuit College in Rennes. And now on 
this chill November night, wrapped in an ample traveling 
cloak that completely hid his priestly attire— 
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“My friend, we’ll be more than happy to stay with you,” 
he said. “May the Lord reward you for your kindness.” 

In just a few minutes, after a painfully frugal supper, 
Brother Mathurin had stretched himself out on the clean 
straw which Peter had spread on the floor. How tired he 
was! And how good not to have to spend the night in the 
open! But in wiiat seemed an incredibly short time he was 
awakened by bright sunlight streaming in his eyes and a 
babble of eager voices in his ears. 

With a start he sat up. Father De Montfort was no¬ 
where to be seen, but the door of Peter’s shack was open 
wide and a dozen or more excited people were milling about 
in the yard! 

“God be praised! Louis Mary Grignion’s come back!” 

“Father Grigr ion, you mean.” 

“Yes, and he spent the whole night in this wretched 
place!” 

“Oh, what a shame!” 

“Well, from now on he’ll fare better. He’ll stay with us.” 

“No, no! He’s coming to our house!” 

“Maybe so. But first he ought to eat something.” 

“Yes. Look, Father—here's some bread and cheese....” 

“And some good wine to go with it....” 

“What about a warmer cloak, Father?” 

“And one for your friend, too?” 

Puzzled, Brother Mathurin scrambled to his feet and 
hurried to the door. What could have happened? What 
was going on in Peter’s front yard ? Then he stopped short 
in amazement. A few feet away was Father De Montfort 
—smiling and quite at ease—surrounded by the very ones 
who a few hour.3 before could not be bothered with him! 
And an old woman, crying and laughing at the same time, 
was clinging to his arm as though she would never let him 
go. 

“Andree!” thought Brother Mathurin. “Father’s old 


nurse!” Then, after a moment: “But how did she or any¬ 
one else know that we were here?” 

Soon part of the story was out. Late the night before, 
the memory which had been nagging at Peter Belin’s mind 
became clear to him and he stumbled onto the truth. The 
elder of his visitors was surely a Grignion. In fact, he was 
none other than Louis Mary, son of John Baptist Grignion, 
owner of much property in La Bacheleraie! Father De 
Montfort had acknowledged this, and of course nothing 
would do but that Peter have his priestly blessing at once, 
and permission to spread the good news of his return at 
the first light of dawn. 

Brother Mathurin made what he could out of this and 
various other snatches of conversation. Then presently— 

“Father, you must come and stay with us!” insisted An¬ 
dree tearfully. “Oh, if I’d just been home when you came 
to the door last night! But I was away visiting a neigh¬ 
bor. ...” 

Father De Montfort nodded cheerfully. “It’s all right, 
Andree. Don’t worry about last night.” 

“Then you do forgive us? You will come and stay at the 
house?” 

“I’m afraid not. Brother Mathurin and I are leaving this 
morning for Dinan.” 

Suddenly Andree began to sob as though her heart would 
break. “But surely you could come for a little while, Fa¬ 
ther ! For a meal, at least....” 

After a moment’s hesitation, Father De Montfort put an 
arm about his old nurse. “All right, Andree. Brother Ma¬ 
thurin and I will come for dinner. After that we’ll leave 
for Dinan.” 


123 


Chapter 25 


T HE visit with Andree passed much too quickly for 
Brother Mathurin’s liking. How many stories the 
old woman had to tell of Father De Montfort’s 
younger days! For instance, there was the touch¬ 
ing one of the friendship of the boy Louis with his 
young sister Guyonne-Louise—now Sister Mary Catherine 
of Saint Bernard at the convent of the Sisters of the Blessed 
Sacrament in Rambervilliers. 

“Look, my little sister, you will always be pretty, and 
everyone will love you, if you will only do your best to love 
God,” he had told her over and over again. And when, on 
occasion, the little girl had balked at saying her prayers, 
he had coaxed her into doing so with small gifts. 

Then, when young Louis was at school with the Jesuits 
in Rennes, he had shown a remarkable skill for drawing and 
painting. He had even sold one of his works—a painting of 
the Child Jesus with Saint John the Baptist—to an im¬ 
portant lawyer. Again, while still at school in Rennes, he 
had been so touched by the plight of a fellow-student who 
had no decent clothes that he had secretly taken up a collec¬ 
tion for him. This did not yield enough money to buy his 
friend a suit, but young Louis had prevailed upon a chari¬ 
table tailor to provide one. Then some years later, while 



studying at a private seminary in Paris, he had helped pay 
for his tuition by taking on a duty which appealed to very 
few young men—that of keeping watch by the side of the 
dead several nights a week. Four hours of this time were 
given to prayer; two hours to spiritual reading; two to sleep 
and the time that remained to study. 

“I could have learned a lot more about Father De Mont- 
fort’s younger days if we’d just stayed a bit longer in La 
Bacheleraie,” reflected Brother Mathurin, as they resumed 
their journey to Dinan. “But no—it seems that Blessed 
Alan expects us at his shrine.” 

Blessed Alan de la Roche! As they walked along the 
remaining sixteen miles to Dinan, Father De Montfort 
talked enthusiastically about the holy Dominican friar. 
What a wonderful preacher he had been! How he had loved 
the Blessed Virgin! Why, several times she had actually 
appeared to him and made a number of promises concern¬ 
ing the rewards in store for those who said the Rosary de¬ 
voutly ! Thus: 

To all who recite my Rosary devoutly, I promise my 
special protection and very great graces. 

Those who recite my Rosary piously, considering its 
mysteries, will not be overwhelmed by misfortune or 
die a bad death. 

I will deliver very promptly from Purgatory the souls 
devoted to my Rosary. 

What you shall ask through the Rosary, you shall ob¬ 
tain. 

“I hope to offer several Masses at the shrine of Blessed 
Alan in the Dominican church,” said Father De Montfort 
presently. “And to have a visit with my brother Joseph, too. 
He’s a Dominican friar, you know, and stationed in Dinan.” 

Brother Mathurin nodded eagerly. Andree had already 
confided that Father Joseph Peter Grignion was an eminent 
member of the Order of Friars Preachers. How happy he 
would be to see his older brother once again! But on reach- 
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ing Dinan, a great disappointment awaited Brother Math- 
urin. For it was not to the Dominicans that Father De 
Montfort applied for hospitality but to a poor community of 
priests—the Fathers of the Mission. And only after several 
days did he seem to remember his great desire of praying 
at the shrine of Blessed Alan and visiting Father Joseph 
Peter. Then one morning— 

“I’m going to offer Mass at the Dominican church today,” 
he announced. “But as a total stranger. You must promise 
not to tell anyone who I am.” 

Remembering what had happened at La Bacheleraie, 
Brother Mathurin’s heart sank. If Father De Montfort 
went to the busy Dominican convent as a shabbily dressed 
stranger, there was a good chance that he would not receive 
the attention he deserved. Perhaps there might even be 
some trouble about seeing his brother. Whereas with just 
a few words of explanation.... 

“No,” said Father De Montfort. smiling, for he had read 
his companion’s thoughts. “It’s time we had a little more 
suffering to offer the <rood Lord. Remember the True Devo¬ 
tion to the Blessed Virgin Mary —and the price to be paid 
so that others may come to know about it?” 

“Yes, Father.” replied Brother Mathurin resignedly, and 
said no more. But when thev presented themselves at the 
Dominican church, his worst fears were realized. For after 
a brief glance in their direction, the friar working in the 
sacristy paid them no more heed. In fact, he did not even 
come forward to see what they wanted. 

After waiting patiently for several minutes, Father De 
Montfort took matters into his own hands. “My dear 
Brother,” he said, addressing the sacristan, “might I have 
permission to offer Mass at the shrine of Blessed Alan?” 

An impatient look crossed the white-robed friar’s face. 
“I suppose so!” he snapped, not pausing from his work. 
And only after considerable delay did he bring forth a set 
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of shabby vestments and two stumps of candles for the use 
of his visitor. 

“You want someone to serve your Mass, too?” he de¬ 
manded. 

Father De Montfort smiled. “No, thank you, Brother. 
My friend here,” indicating Brother Mathurin, “will act as 
server.” 

The sacristan shrugged. “All right,” he muttered, and 
continued with his duties. 

All through the Mass, Brother Mathurin was troubled 
and resentful. What was the matter with the sacristan that 
he should be so abrupt and uncivil? Then after Mass, as 
Father De Montfort was making his thanksgiving in 
church, the sacristan motioned Brother Mathurin aside. 

“Who’s that priest who came with you?” he demanded 
sharply. 

Brother Mathurin hesitated. How could he answer the 
question without failing in obedience? 

“H-he’s a very holy man from Poitiers, Brother,” he 
mumbled lamely. “And most devoted to Blessed Alan. In 
fact, the very reason we’re here....” 

But the sacristan was no longer listening. “Brother!" 
he exclaimed disdainfully. “You call me that, too? Listen, 
young man. My rightful title is ‘Father,’ not ‘Brother.’ ” 
And at once he launched into an explanation of that custom 
in the Dominican Order which provides that a priest shall 
wear an all-white habit, a lay Brother a black scapular over 
his white tunic. 

“I’m a priest.” he concluded, pointing to his white scapu¬ 
lar. “I say Mass, preach, hear confessions. It’s most an¬ 
noying, as well as incorrect, to call me ‘Brother.’ Will you 
kindly explain that to your friend when he’s finished with 
his prayers?” 

Taken aback by the friar’s irritation, Brother Mathurin 
nodded humbly. “Of course, Father. And please forgive 
us! We didn’t know about the difference in habits.” 
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The friar’s eyes softened. “It’s all right,” he muttered. 
“There’s no harm done. But ... well, I guess I’m not in a 
very good mood today. This work in the sacristy is enough 
to try the patience of a saint.” 

“Yes, Father,” said Brother Mathurin hastily, “I’m sure 
it is.” And excusing himself as best he could, he hurried 
back into the church. 
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Chapter 26 

F AR from being disturbed over what had happened, 
Father De Montfort laughed heartily when Brother 
Mathurin related his private conversation with the 
sacristan. “So the good soul was put out because 
we called him ‘Brother’?” he mused. “Well, per¬ 
haps tomorrow we’ll give him another chance to mortify 
his pride.” 

Brother Mathurin could scarcely believe his ears. “Fa¬ 
ther, you don’t mean that you’re going to call him ‘Brother’ 
again!” he burst out. 

“Why not?” 

“But he’ll be terribly angry, Father! He told me es¬ 
pecially to be sure and explain....” 

“And you did, didn’t you? Well, now forget the whole 
affair.” 

Poor Brother Mathurin! For the rest of the morning he 
was restless with anxiety. Surely life held enough troubles 
without deliberately seeking more? Then that afternoon 
something else happened. On an errand for Father De 
Montfort, he came across the Father Sacristan unexpected¬ 
ly in the street. With a mumbled greeting he sought to 
hurry past, but the friar caught him by the arm. 

“Young man, this morning you forgot to tell me the name 
of that priest who's traveling with you,” he said sternly. 
“Who is he, anyway? I can’t seem to put him out of mv 
mind.” 


130 


Brother Mathurin squirmed, but this time there was no 
evading the issue. Finally he blurted out that his companion 
was Father Louis Mary Grignion, more generally known as 
Father De Montfort, after his birthplace of Montfort-la- 
Cane. 

“But I wasn’t supposed to tell this to anyone!” he stam¬ 
mered. “May God forgive me! What have I done?” 

For a moment the sacristan stared. Then, to Brother 
Mathurin’s astonishment, he seized him by the shoulders. 
“Louis Mary!” he exclaimed excitedly. “And after twenty 
years! Why, of course he called me‘Brother’! That’s just 
what I am!” 

Brother Mathurin hesitated. “Y-you don’t mean....” 

“Yes, young man, I do mean it. I’m Joseph Peter Grig¬ 
nion. And I’ve acted like a stupid fool. But Louis Mary 
will forgive me. I know he will.” 

The next morning when Father De Montfort arrived at 
the Dominican church, the Father Sacristan was bubbling 
over with explanations and apologies. But Father De Mont¬ 
fort brushed them all aside. “Joseph, don’t say a word!” 
he begged, embracing the culprit warmly. “My, how good 
it is to see you!” 

Needless to say, this time a new set of beautiful vest¬ 
ments was laid out for the newcomer, and two fresh candles. 
Father De Montfort made no comment, but Brother Math¬ 
urin felt sure that his flush was one of suppressed laughter. 

Of course Father Joseph Peter lost no time in telling his 
Superior what he had done, and everyone else he met. With¬ 
in a few days the story was making the rounds of all the 
religious houses in Dinan, and it was always mentioned 
that Father De Montfort’s missionary powers were quite 
extraordinary. Soon invitations for him to preach began to 
pour in from one parish after another, and Father De Mont¬ 
fort gave himself enthusiastically to the unexpected work. 

Then came the chance to help out at a mission in one of 
the larger parishes of Dinan. After this, a retreat to the 
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soldiers at the local garrison; a visit with the Count and 
Countess de la Garaye (who had recently turned their beau¬ 
tiful home into a shelter for the sick poor), and a mission 
and retreat in the neighboring towns of Saint-Suliac and 
Becherel. Indeed, after some five months of labor, Father 
De Montfort found himself known and loved throughout 
the entire countryside. Then, early in the spring of the 
year 1707, came wonderful news. 

“Brother, we’ve been invited to work with Father Le- 
deuger in the :idocese of Saint Brieuc,” he announced one 
day. “Oh, how good God is!” 

Brother Mathurin looked up curiously. “Father Ledeuger, 
Father? Why, who is he?” 

Father De Montfort could scarcely control his excite¬ 
ment. “One of the most famous missionaries in western 
France, Brother. When I was just a young priest I thought 
very seriously about joining him in his work. But my con¬ 
fessor wasn’t sure that it would be the best thing for me, 
and so I put the idea out of my mind. But now—well, God 
seems to have spoken. We’ll be on our way tomorrow.” 
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Chapter 27 

A T first all went well in the new mission field. Fa¬ 
ther Ledeuger welcomed his new co-workers 
warmly, and gave them a number of assignments. 
In one of these (the village of La Cheze), Father 
De Montfort was especially successful in preach¬ 
ing a mission and restoring a ruined chapel dedicated to 
Our Lady of Pity. 

Now there was a legend in the neighborhood that two 
hundred years before, the great Saint Vincent Ferrer had 
wished to restore the chapel but had given up the idea. 

“This undertaking is reserved for a man whom the Al¬ 
mighty will cause to be born in later times,” he had said. 
“A man who will come as one unknown; a man who will be 
greatly contradicted and laughed at; but a man, neverthe¬ 
less, who will bring this holy enterprise to a happy issue.” 

Thus, when Father De Montfort set about restoring Our 
Lady’s chapel, excitement in La Cheze reached fever pitch. 
The holy man of Saint Vincent’s prophecy had finally ar¬ 
rived! And not only was he restoring Our Lady’s chapel. 
He was actually living in the village—offering Mass, hear¬ 
ing confessions, preaching and teaching Catechism to young 
and old alike! 
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“We must listen to every word he says,” the people told 
one another eagerly. “He surely is a saint.” 

But it was not only because he seemed to be fulfilling 
Saint Vincent Ferrer’s prophecy that the countryfolk 
flocked to Father De Montfort. It was common knowledge 
that his priestly blessing possessed remarkable powers. 
Scores of invalids insisted it had cured them of their ail¬ 
ments. Even more. His prayers worked other wonders, 
too, such as turning a poor crop into a good one, making 
sick animals well, and bringing peace into troubled house¬ 
holds. 

Brother Mathurin was delighted at the way things were 
going. And when, after three months’ successful work in 
Saint Brieuc it was decided that they should give a mission 
in Montfort-la-Oane, his joy knew no bounds. Surely there 
would be even greater success for them in Father De Mont- 
fort’s native town? 

True enough. There was great rejoicing in Montfort-la- 
Cane when it became known that Father De Montfort was 
about to open a mission. His aged parents, who for some 
years had been living in Rennes, returned to their old home 
for the occasion and arranged a joyful celebration in honor 
of the event. 

“Son, we want you to invite all your friends for dinner,” 
his father told him. “It doesn’t matter how many you ask. 
There’ll be plenty for everyone.” 

But soon John Baptist Grignion was regretting his words. 
For on the day of the dinner not only friends and neighbors 
were crowding his spacious house and yard but dozens of 
strangers as well—cripples, beggars and other unfortunates 
from miles around. 

“Well. Father, vou did tell me to ask all my friends,” said 
Louis Mary, smiling. “Now, won’t there be enough for 
them ?” 

“O-of course,” said John Baptist, rallying. “Don’t worry, 
son.” But as he moved away to attend to details, the old 
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man shook his head in bewilderment. Of all his eighteen 
children (only eight of whom had lived to maturity), Louis 
Mary was surely the most unusual. Even as a child he had 
loved the sick poor with a passionate devotion. Now, a man 
of thirty-four.... 

“All his friends!” muttered John Baptist, anxious and 
upset. Then gradually his spirits rose. What had Saint 
Luke written in his Gospel ? 

“When thou givest a dinner or a supper, do not invite 
thy friends, or thy brethren, or thy relatives, or thy 
rich neighbors, lest perhaps they also invite thee in re¬ 
turn, and a recompense be made to thee. But when 
thou givest a feast, invite the poor, the crippled, the 
lame, the blind; and blessed shalt thou be, because they 
have nothing to repay thee with; for thou shalt be re¬ 
paid at the resurrection of the just....” 

“Those were really the Lord’s own words,” reflected John 
Baptist, greatly consoled. “Saint Luke was merely repeat¬ 
ing what He said.” 

However, the crowds at the Grignion house were as noth¬ 
ing to those which presently flocked to the parish church. 
Brother Mathurin could scarcely conceal his joy as he, with 
the others, waited for Father De Montfort to mount the 
pulpit. What a wonderful day this was! Surely much good 
would come from it? 

“Holy Spirit, give Father the right words to say!” he 
begged silently. “Let him speak as he’s never spoken be¬ 
fore!” 

But Father De Montfort, well realizing that friends and 
relations were eager to admire his preaching skill and to 
feel proud of him, had made other plans. Thus, after a 
fervent prayer before the Tabernacle, he took a large 
crucifix from a nearby shrine and went up into the pulpit. 
One minute passed, two minutes, three minutes, and still 
he was silent, gazing out at the sea of expectant faces raised 
to his. Then he calmly fastened the crucifix to the pulpit’s 
edge and without a word came down into the sanctuary. 
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John Baptist Grignion was anxious and upset. 
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A gasp ran through the congregation. What had hap¬ 
pened? What was wrong? Why had there been no sermon? 
Was Father De Montfort ill ? But no. There he was, kneel¬ 
ing contentedly a few feet away from the pulpit, his eyes 
full upon the crucifix, his face radiant and at peace. Then 
presently he arose, and with a smaller crucifix in his hands 
began to make his way through the hushed crowds. 

“Friend, behold your Saviour,” he whispered, presenting 
the crucifix to be kissed to each one as he passed. “Aren’t 
you sorry for having offended Him?” 

The effect was startling. Those who had come to church 
out of idle curiosity now realized their fault. What sermon 
was so eloquent as that of the Cross? What priest so holy 
as the Priest of Priests—Jesus Christ? 

So impressive was “The Sermon of the Cross” that the 
mission at Montfort-la-Cane surpassed all previous ones 
that had been given there. For several days Father De 
Montfort was kept busy in the confessional, while Brother 
Mathurin disposed of hundreds of religious articles at his 
little stand. Finally, tired but happy, the two returned to 
Father Ledeuger who was about to open a mission in Mon¬ 
contour. 

It was now August of the year 1707. As he plunged into 
the work at hand, Father De Montfort’s heart filled with 
joy. He had been associated with Brittany’s foremost mis¬ 
sionary since early spring, and with God’s grace had been 
able to do much good. Of course he realized that some of 
his fellow-missionaries looked upon him with disfavor. They 
did not care to hear so much about the True Devotion to 
the Blessed Virgin Mary. And many thought he spoke out 
far too bluntly on the evils of immodest dress and dancing, 
especially where important and influential people were con¬ 
cerned. 

“Still, none of these men is a Jansenist,” thought Father 
De Montfort gratefully. “As for Father Ledeuger—why, 
lie’s a real saint.” 
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Then suddenly the blow fell. One afternoon Father Le- 
deuger sent word for Father De Montfort to come to him at 
once. 

“Father, I must ask you to leave,” he declared coldly. 
“What you did this morning—well, it was just too much 
for any of us.” 

Father De Montfort stared in astonishment. “What I did 
this morning? But... but I don’t understand!” 

The face of the older priest was hard. “Come, come, 
you’re not a child, Father. Didn’t you take up a collection 
after my sermon today—in absolute defiance of all our rules 
and regulations?” 

Father De Montfort’s heart sank. That morning Father 
Ledeuger had preached so eloquently on the duty of having 
Masses offered for the Souls in Purgatory that afterwards, 
without stopping to think, he had gone among the congrega¬ 
tion seeking alms for this purpose. 

“Y-yes, I did take up a collection,” he murmured. “But 1 
meant no harm, Father. It was only because_” 

Suddenly he stopped. Why should he try to excuse him¬ 
self? He had been thoughtless. He had broken the rules. 

Quietly he knelt down. “You’re right, Father,” he ac¬ 
knowledged. “I did do wrong. You ... you really want me 
to go?” 

Unmoved by the humble apology, Father Ledeuger rose 
to his feet. “That’s what I said!” he snapped. “And at 
once, Father. I’ll not stand for disobedience from anyone!” 
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Chapter 28 

B ROTHER Mathurin was beside himself with in¬ 
dignation when he heard what had happened. 
“Jealousy! That’s all it is, Father!” he burst out. 
“Some of the people here can’t bear to see how 
much good you do. Why, Father Ledeuger was 
just looking for an excuse....” 

“Brother!” exclaimed Father De Montfort in horrified 
tones. “That’s no way to talk about a holy priest!” 

“It’s true, though,” muttered Brother Mathurin stubborn¬ 
ly. “You’re the best preacher in the whole mission band, 
Father. Why, in the last six months you’ve made more con¬ 
versions than anyone else! Don’t you suppose some of the 
other missionaries here resent that—especially when you’re 
younger and less experienced than they are?” 

But Father De Montfort would not listen to such talk. 
What had happened was God’s Will. They would leave 
Moncontour at once and return to Montfort-la-Cane. Out¬ 
side the town there was an abandoned house near a chapel 
dedicated to Saint Lazarus. Surely permission could be 
secured to live here for a while as hermits? 

“Preaching is a good work, Brother, but one must have 
something worthwhile to say,” explained Father De Mont¬ 
fort. “If we spend ourselves in prayer for a change, rather 
than in action, I’m sure the Holy Spirit will refresh our 
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minds, and we’ll be able to do so much more for people 
when we take up missionary work again.” 

Brother Mathurin sighed. “Yes, Father,” he murmured 
resignedly. “I suppose so.” 

But as they set out for Montfort-la-Cane, an encouraging 
thing happened. A young man named John approached Fa¬ 
ther De Montfoit and asked permission to travel with him. 
Even more. He wanted to be a Brother, too, if that was at 
all possible. 

Father De Montfort looked at him curiously. He was a 
country lad, slightly older than Brother Mathurin, shabbily 
dressed and without much education. But he had an honest 
face. 

“Son, what makes you think you’d like to be one of us?” 
he asked kindly. “We’re only poor missionaries, you know, 
without even a home of our own. If you come with us, you 
can expect very little in the way of comfort.” 

John shrugged. “That’s all right, Father. I’ve heard 
you preach many times. And what you had to say about 
Our Lady—well, it set me to thinking. I’d like nothing 
better than to help you to make her better known—if I 
may.” 

Father De Montfort was silent. John seemed to be a 
good young man—healthy, devout, eagei\ Undoubtedly he 
would be useful in many ways. But what a pity he was not 
a priest! Then the Company of Mary would really become 
a reality. Yet after a moment he put aside his disappoint¬ 
ment. In God’s own time priest-helpers would come. Just 
now it was surely His Will that two lay Brothers be his 
sole companions? 

“Very well, John, you may join us,” he said finally. “Go 
ahead with Brother Mathurin. He’ll explain about our 
work.” 

Brother Mathurin was only too happy to oblige. But he 
did not paint a cheerful picture of the futui-e. Father De 
Montfort was a saint, he said. And one of the finest pi’each- 
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ers in France. But what enemies he had, especially among 
the Jansenists! No matter how successful his missions and 
retreats, there was always some kind of trouble afterwards. 
Thus, just now Father Ledeuger had ordered them to leave 
Moncontour. Eighteen months ago the Bishop of Poitiers 
had banished them from his diocese. As a result, Sister 
Mary Louise was now alone at the poorhouse, with no young 
girls willing to join her in her work. 

“Sister Mary Louise?” repeated Brother John curiously. 
“Why, who is she?” 

Brother Mathurin hastened to give an account of Father 
De Montfort’s work in Poitiers; his meeting with Mary 
Louise Trichet; his hope of founding a community of 
women religious who would work among the sick poor and, 
like his missionary priests and Brothers-to-be, spread the 
True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. But so far 
things had not turned out well. No priests had come to join 
them. And Sister Mary Louise had found no companion, 
either. 

“Father De Montfort prays for her every day, though,” 
concluded Brother Mathurin. “And he also prays for an¬ 
other young woman in Poitiers—Catherine Brunet. You 
see, he’s quite sure that God is calling Catherine to be the 
second Daughter of Wisdom, but the last time he talked 
with her she just laughed at the idea.” 

Brother John listened with interest to all that Brother 
Mathurin had to say. But he was especially touched by the 
story of Sister Mary Louise. To think that she had promised 
to remain alone at the poorhouse in Poitiers for ten years, 
leading the life of a religious while deprived of so many of 
its consolations! 

“I’m going to pray for her, too,” he decided. “She surely 
needs to be remembered.” 

Brother John was as good as his word, and in the next 
few weeks offered many a prayer for Sister Mary Louise. 
And he offered work, too. For although Father De Mont- 
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fort, Brother Mathurin and he were now hermits in the 
wooded hills above Montfort-la-Cane, some days they spent 
almost as much time in manual labor as they did in prayer. 
The reason? Their present headquarters, the house and 
chapel dedicated to Saint Lazarus, had been neglected for 
years, and they had decided to restore them. 

“We’ll rededicate the chapel to Our Lady,” Father De 
Montfort promised. “It’ll make a beautiful place of pil¬ 
grimage for the people of Montfort-la-Cane.” 

Naturally the whole countryside was delighted that Fa¬ 
ther De Montfoit had returned, and crowds came to help 
him with his work. In fact, by the end of October no one 
would have recognized the little chapel that had been in 
ruins for so long. Now a beautiful statue of Our Lady of 
Wisdom stood in the sanctuary, while outside the railing 
was a handsome kneeling-desk. Attached to this was a 
wooden rosary with beads as large as walnuts, and of such 
a length that several people could use it at the same time. 

Father De Montfort was overjoyed at all that had been 
done. Surely the shrine of Our Lady of Wisdom, looking 
out on the picturesque landscape of river, forest and rocky 
valley, was one of the most blessed places in the whole 
world? 

“Dearest Mother, please let much good come from this 
little shrine,” he begged. “Grant your choicest gifts to all 
who journey here in your honor.” 

His prayer was answered. All through the winter of 
1707 and well into the spring of 1708, pilgrims flocked to 
the woodland chapel of Our Lady of Wisdom in the peaceful 
hills above Montfort-la-Cane. Frequently Father De Mont¬ 
fort spoke to these visitors on the enormous power of the 
Rosary to win graces for themselves and others. Also on 
the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary—that much 
misunderstood Act of Consecration by which a person gives 
himself into Our Lady’s hands to become the slave of Jesus, 
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just as she once was, and so win heaven with far less 
trouble than by his own poor efforts. 

“Friends, it’s such an easy thing to make the Act of Con¬ 
secration,” he repeatedly told his audience. "Even a child 
can say, and mean, these simple words: 7 am all Thine and 
all I have is Thine, O most loving Jesus, through Mary, Thy 
holy Mother.’ But the results? Oh, I just can’t describe 
what the Holy Slavery does for souls, especially the souls 
of the weak, the suffering, the tempted!” 

Such talks bore good fruit. Frequently Father De Mont- 
fort was asked to leave his hermitage to preach in Montfort- 
la-Cane and other neighboring towns, with the result that 
the Rosary and the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin 
Mary became known and loved by all. 

But of course the Jansenists were not idle. Indeed, they 
were quite put out about such success, and one day a group 
of them sought out the Bishop of Saint Malo, in whose 
diocese Montfort-la-Cane was situated. 

“Your Lordship, something’s got to be done about this 
upstart priest,” they insisted. “Why, he’s disturbing the 
peace of the whole countryside!” Then, to make their 
grievance sound more plausible, they declared that people 
were deserting their parish churches for services at Father 
De Montfort’s hermitage. Money that rightfully belonged 
to local pastors was falling into his hands. 

Unfortunately the Bishop lent a ready ear to these 
stories. “Why, this is a disgrace!” he said angrily. “I’ll 
go to Montfort-la-Cane at once and put a stop to such 
abuse.” 
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Chapter 29 

T HE Bishop did go to Montfort-la-Cane. And 
though Father De Montfort’s friends stood by him 
loyally, it was his enemies who won the day. There 
were to be no more public gatherings at the chapel 
of Our Lady of Wisdom, said the Bishop. If Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort wished to preach or to hear confessions, 
he must do so in some parish church. 

Of course Brothers Mathurin and John were disap¬ 
pointed. How hard they had worked to restore Our Lady’s 
chapel! And how the people had loved to come there on 
pilgrimage! Now, if there were to be no more services.... 

“Let’s not worry about anything,” said Father De Mont¬ 
fort consolingly. “The Bishop is our lawful superior. 
We’re pleasing God and Our Lady if we do just what he 
says.” 

But as the days passed, Father De Montfort gradually 
became convinced that the time was fast approaching for 
him and his companions to leave their hermit life. It was 
only too clear that the Bishop of Saint Malo did not approve 
of the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. Although 
he had not actually forbidden it to be preached, he might do 
so at any moment. Whereas in some other diocese where 
the authorities were more friendly.... 
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“Brothers, I think we’d better go to Nantes,” he an¬ 
nounced one day. “Something tells me that there is work 
for us there.” 

So in May of 1708, not without regrets, the three said 
farewell to the little hermitage and chapel in the wooded 
hills above Montfort-la-Cane and set out for Nantes. To 
their great joy they were warmly received, especially by 
the Vicar General, and soon Father De Montfort was busy 
with the missionary work he loved so much. A Jesuit 
priest, one Father Joubert, was assigned to help him with 
his first mission at Saint-Similien, a suburb of the city. 
Then a second priest, Father des Bastieres, joined him for 
a few months. By Christmas time there had been missions 
and retreats in dozens of parishes, with splendid results. 

But it was in April of 1709 that Father De Montfort 
received his most important assignment. This was a mis¬ 
sion at Pontchateau, some thirty miles from Nantes. So 
many graces manifested themselves during the three weeks 
he spent there that he decided to leave behind him some 
kind of memorial. 

But what would it be? Then presently his thoughts went 
back to the winter of 1703 when the Cardinal Archbishop 
of Paris had sent him to restore peace to the hermits of 
Mont Valerien. How often he had admired the beautiful 
Calvary outside the hermits’ monastery! How easy it had 
been to pray in that holy place, one’s eyes upon the crosses 
and statues which recalled the sufferings and death of 
Jesus! Now, if only something similar could be erected at 
Pontchateau ... even one cross bearing a figure of the dead 
Christ.... 

“That’s it,” he decided. “I’ll build a simple Calvary here 
in remembrance of the mission.” 

When priests and people heard about the plan, they were 
full of enthusiasm. Everyone promised to help build the 
Calvary, and after some delay a promising site was chosen 
outside the town. 
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“We’ll dig a circular trench, take the earth from this and 
pile it in the center,” explained Father De Montfort. “That 
will make a kind of hill. On top of the hill we’ll put the 
cross.” 

So it was agreed, and at once several men set to work 
digging the trench. But after two or three days, doubts 
arose in leather De Montfort’s mind. Was the site for the 
new Calvary really the best? Wouldn’t it be more appropri¬ 
ate to have it built nearer the town, and on a natural hill¬ 
top? 

“Friends, let’s pray about the matter before we go any 
farther,” he suggested. “You know, it may be that God 
would rather have the Calvary somewhere else.” 

So work came to a halt, and that night Father De Mont¬ 
fort retired to a nearby chapel to pray for guidance. In 
the morning, when the men arrived to resume their labors, 
he took them into the chapel and asked them to pray, too. 
Then presently everyone came outside. And to the astonish¬ 
ment of all, two white doves were seen to descend upon the 
place of excavation, fill their beaks with earth, and fly swift¬ 
ly away. At least ten times the wonder was repeated, after 
which the birds were seen no more. 

“What does it mean, Father?” inquired Brother Mathurin 
excitedly. “Where do you suppose the doves took that 
earth?” 

Father De Montfort shook his head. “I don’t know, 
Brother. But maybe we can find out. After all, they 
couldn’t have gone far.” 

True enough. During a short walk through the open 
fields, Father De Montfort and his friends came upon an 
amazing sight—the doves, happily cooing and strangely 
tame—were nestling beside a little hive-shaped mound of 
fresh earth! Even more. The spot was the top of a beauti¬ 
ful hill not far from Pontchateau, with an impressive view 
of the country for miles around. 
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Suddenly all was clear to Father De Montfort. His night¬ 
long vigil in the little chapel and the workmen’s prayers 
had been blessed by God! The doves were really messengers 
from heaven, sent to show the site of the new Calvary.... 

“Friends, this is it!” he exclaimed joyfully. “This is 
where we build!” 

Even as the people gathered about excitedly, a host of 
new ideas filled Father De Montfort’s mind. Previously 
he had thought to build only a simple Calvary—a single 
cross. But now the Calvary of Pontchateau must be the 
largest and most impressive in all France, on an even 
greater scale than that at Mont Valerien. Atop this present 
hill would be another hill—a giant, man-made summit with 
three crosses bearing full-size figures of Christ and the 
two thieves. Standing at the foot of the center cross would 
be Our Lady, Saint John and Saint Mary Magdalen. And 
on the winding path leading up to the crosses would be life¬ 
like representations of the apostles and disciples, the Roman 
soldiers and the Jewish leaders who had persecuted the 
Saviour. In other words, the Calvary of Pontchateau would 
duplicate the Calvary of Jerusalem in as much detail as 
possible. 

“What a wonderful idea, Father!” cried Brother John 
when he heard the news. “When do we start working?” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “When, Brother? Why, 
right away, of course. This very minute.” 
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Chapter 50 

B Y sunset of that same day three large circles, one 
inside the other, had been traced about the spot 
where the doves had come to rest, and the digging 
of trenches begun. At the end of the week the 
earth taken from these had mounted steadily 
within the smallest circle as the people of Pontchateau 
gave themselves to the arduous task of raising a seventy- 
foot mound for the new Calvary. 

“Even the women and children are helping,” observed 
Brother Mathurin in astonishment, gazing at the extraordi¬ 
nary sight of four hundred persons, with pick and shovel 
and wheelbarrow, going about their assigned tasks in 
prayerful silence. “Oh, Father! I never saw anything like 
this in my whole life!” 

“Neither did I,” confessed Father De Montfort. “But do 
you know something, Brother? I think it’s only the be¬ 
ginning. God, in His goodness, is going to send us still more 
helpers.” 

Father De Montfort was right. As word spread of what 
was happening at Pontchateau, people flocked from neigh¬ 
boring towns to volunteer their services. Thus, there was 
never a lack of workers. For when one person laid down 
his tools to see to duties at home, another was ready to 
take his place. And strangely enough, no one found the 
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labor tiresome or difficult. Buoyed up by a mysterious 
energy, even young girls shoveled and dug and carried 
heavy baskets of earth without strain. 

Even more amazing—there was no disorder of any kind. 
All prayed as they worked, and during the regular rest 
periods Father De Montfort led the workers in singing 
hymns or gave them an encouraging talk. Then, too, from 
time to time he announced new plans for the Calvary. For 
instance, not only was there to be the man-made hill with 
its giant crosses and statues. About the base of the Calvary 
—the largest circle he had traced on the first day of work— 
one hundred and. fifty fir trees were to be planted, represent¬ 
ing the one hundred and fifty Hail Marys of the Rosary, 
with a cypress tree between each ten firs to represent the 
fifteen Our Fathers. There would also be two small gardens 
at the Calvary entrance, and several chapels along the wind¬ 
ing path leading up to the Crucifixion scene. 

“All this will take months of work, but if it gives glory 
to God and helps us to pray more fruitfully, it’s well worth¬ 
while,” he declared. 

Since everything was so thoroughly organized, Father 
De Montfort presently decided that he could safely leave 
Pontchateau and continue with his missionary work else¬ 
where. Accompanied by a priest-volunteer, one Father 
Olivier, he accordingly set out for the neighboring town of 
Missilac. Here he preached a most fruitful mission and 
also arranged for a fifty-foot chestnut tree to be cut down 
and dragged to Pontchateau by twelve yoke of oxen. This 
would furnish the wood for the three crosses. 

Soon there were other missions—at Herbignac, Camoel, 
Saint-Donatien, Bouguenais—interrupted by frequent visits 
to Pontchateau to see how things were going. There were 
also visits to Nantes, where the statues and furnishings for 
the chapels were being made. And of course in each of 
these places new workers were recruited. Indeed, when a 
year had passed, word of what was taking place at Pont- 
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chateau had spread throughout all France, and even to 
Holland and Spain. Scores of pilgrims from far-away 
places arrived each week, eager to have a hand in building 
the gigantic Calvary. Nor were they all simple peasant 
folk. Many were possessed of considerable means, and it 
was no uncommon sight to see fashionably dressed men and 
women descend from their luxurious carriages, take up a 
pick or shovel, and set to work. 

"I can hardly believe my eyes," declared Brother Ma- 
thurin over and over again. 

“It’s almost too good to be true,” said Brother John. 

As for Brother Nicholas, a new recruit to their ranks, he 
was in a state of constant excitement. “I can’t get over it!” 
he kept exclaiming. “The work never seems to tire anyone, 
not even the noble ladies! Is it a miracle?” 

“Of course,” said Father De Montfort, smiling. “God is 
veiy good to us, Brother. He’s blessing our labors in a 
wonderful way.” 

Finally the Calvary was finished—in August of 1710. As 
he gazed upon the fruit of fifteen months of toil, Father De 
Montfort’s heart filled with joy. What a glorious memorial 
to the mission he had given in Pontchateau! Why, the 
giant crosses and statues could be seen for miles around! 
Then, how beautiful were the little chapels dotting the land¬ 
scaped terraces, the gardens and flowers! And the eighty- 
foot rosary, stretched high around the summit of the Cal¬ 
vary! Surely no one could visit such a representation of 
the Lord’s suffering and death without obtaining the 
choicest of blessings? 

“It’s the finest Calvary in all France, Father,” insisted 
Brother Mathurin with righteous pride. “I just know it’s 
going to do enormous good.” 

Everyone else was of the same opinion, and there was 
scarcely an hour of the day when pilgrims were not climb¬ 
ing the winding path to the Crucifixion scene, meditating in 
the chapels, or making their way around the picturesque 
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rosary of fir and cypress trees circling the base of the Cal¬ 
vary. And when it was announced that there would be a 
solemn dedication service on September 14, the Feast of the 
Exaltation of the Holy Cross, there was even greater ex¬ 
citement. Indeed, Brothers Mathurin, John and Nicholas 
could scarcely contain themselves. What a wonderful day 
the fourteenth was going to be! Besides the solemn bless¬ 
ing of the Calvary by Father De Montfort, there would be 
sermons by four different priests, a procession with candles 
and banners and hymn singing, the recitation of the Rosary 
and the public renewal of Baptismal vows. As for crowds— 
certainly Pontchateau would never have seen the like. 

"There ought to be ten thousand people here anyway,” 
ventured Brother Nicholas hopefully. 

“Ten thousand? Why, there’ll be twice that number!” 
exclaimed Brother John. 

Brother Mathurin was silent. For five long years he had 
been working with Father De Montfort—years filled with 
troubles and misunderstandings of all kinds. But now the 
hour of triumph was at hand. The beautiful Calvary of 
Pontchateau was finished. And in a little while the man 
who had made everything possible- 

“Yes, the fourteenth will be a wonderful day,” he agreed 
thoughtfully. “God be praised!” 
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Chapter 51 

O N the thirteenth of September it seemed that every 
road in France must lead to Pontchateau. Hun¬ 
dreds of peasants, eager to obtain a good place for 
the next day’s celebration, had begun massing 
about the Calvary at the first light of dawn. Some 
had come on foot, others in carts drawn by oxen or mules. 
Soon more hundreds had arrived, including John Baptist 
Grignion and his family from Rennes. A number of the 
nobility were also on hand, their rich garments in striking 
contrast to the simple homespun of the countryfolk. Then 
in the late afternoon came an urgent message from the 
Bishop of Nantes. 

“His Lordship must be on the way, too!” exclaimed 
Brother Nicholas happily, as he and his companions came 
running to learn the contents of the lettex-. “What an honor 
for us all!” 

“Maybe he’s decided to bless the Calvai'y himself,” sug¬ 
gested Brother John. “Won’t that be wondei*ful?” 

But Bi’other Mathurin, closely observing Father De Mont- 
foi't as he scanned the Bishop’s message, felt a sinking of 
heart. Surely there was no good news in the letter! 
“W-what is it, Father?” he bui’st out. “What’s wrong?” 
A peculiar expression crossed Father De Montfort’s face. 
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Then he smiled faintly at his anxious follower. “Nothing, 
Brother, except that the Bishop doesn’t want me to bless 
the Calvary tomorrow.” 

It was as though a bombshell had fallen. The Calvary 
was not to be blessed ? The thousands of pilgrims had come 
to Pontchateau in vain? 

“Father, it can’t be!” protested Brother Nicholas. “How 
could the Bishop issue such an order? Why, our Calvary is 
positively beautiful....” 

But Brothers Mathurin and John, more experienced than 
their companion, looked at each other in horrified silence. 
The Jansenists. again! Somehow or other they had in¬ 
fluenced the Bishop to withdraw his approval at the last mo¬ 
ment, and now tomorrow’s great celebration must be can¬ 
celed ! 

“Father, it’s not fair!” 

“It’s a crime, Father! That’s what it is!” 

“Oh, those wretched enemies of ours!” 

But Father De Montfort was not listening. With sur¬ 
prising calmness he announced that he w r ould leave at once 
for Nantes. Yes, it was a thirty-mile trip, and he would 
have to walk all night in order to reach the Bishop’s house, 
but with God's help he would do just that. Somehow or 
other he would make the Bishop realize the importance of 
tomorrow’s blessing. Then he would hurry back to Pont¬ 
chateau in time for the scheduled celebration the next after¬ 
noon. 

“But you can’t make a sixty-mile trip in twenty-four 
hours, Father!” exclaimed Brother Mathurin, almost in 
tears. “You know you can’t!” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Why not, Brother? Hasn’t 
Our Lady often arranged difficult things for me before?” 

But at six o’clock the next morning, Father De Montfort 
knew that the trip to Nantes had been useless. The Jansen¬ 
ists had so poisoned the Bishop’s mind that nothing could 
induce him to approve of the new Calvary. He was soon 
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on Ms return journey and reached Pontchateau late that 
same night. Then to his joyful relief he found that the 
afternoon had not been without a celebration after all. Two 
of the four preachers had spoken from the Calvary. Twenty 
thousand people had sung hymns, marched in procession, 
recited the Rosary and renewed their Baptismal vows. And 
alms for the new Calvary had been most generous. 

“Yet things weren’t at all what they might have been if 
you’d been here, Father,” said Brother Mathurin disconso¬ 
lately. “And the lies and gossip about you! Oh, they’re 
almost too much to bear!” 

Poor Brother Mathurin! The worst blow was yet to 
come. A few days later, while Father De Montfort was 
preaching a mission at the nearby village of Saint-Molf, 
word came frcm the Bishop that the work was to be turned 
over to another priest. No longer had Brittany’s foremost 
missionary permission to preach and hear confessions in the 
diocese of Nantes. Even worse. The Calvary which he had 
caused to be built must be completely destroyed at once. 

“Dear God!” groaned Brother Mathurin, scarcely able to 
believe his ears. “This is the end of everything! What 
are we going to do now?” 

The people of Pontchateau were dumbfounded. Their 
beautiful Calvary was to be destroyed ? Fifteen months of 
hard work for nothing? 

“It can’t tie true!” they protested. “The Bishop just 
doesn’t understand!” 

“Of course not. Why, he’s never even seen our Calvary!” 

“Maybe if we explained things to him....” 

But the B ishop was in no mood to listen to explanations. 
By now not only the Jansenists but important members of 
the Government had led him to believe that Father De Mont¬ 
fort was a dangerous man. In fact, he might even be a 
British spy, and the Calvary a camouflaged fortress. If 
the British (with whom the French were then at war) 
should land in Brittany, they would undoubtedly find vast 
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quantities of weapons and ammunition hidden beneath the 
chapels and crosses. 

“The Calvary must be destroyed for the sake of public 
safety,” repeated the Bishop sternly. “Those are my orders 
from Paris.” 

Father De Montfort bore the new campaign of lies and 
slander with his customary patience. He withdrew from 
public life, and for two weeks remained in complete retire¬ 
ment with the Jesuits in Nantes. Then, in October, he was 
once again seen in the streets of the city. But not as a 
celebrated missionary, going from one church to another to 
preach, hear confessions, teach Catechism. Now the only 
priestly privilege allowed him was the private celebration 
of Holy Mass. 

“Father, surely something can be done about your case!” 
protested Brothers Mathurin, John and Nicholas. “The 
Jansenists are out to ruin everything for you, but you still 
have thousands of friends. If only all these would get to¬ 
gether somehow....” 

But Father De Montfort shook his head. “The Bishop is 
our lawful superior,” he said gently. “As long as we stay in 
Nantes, we must do what he says.” 

The Brothers looked at one another silently. There was 
no arguing this point. But why did they have to stay in 
Nantes—misunderstood, humiliated, rejected by everyone 
in authority? Surely it was foolish for such a brilliant man 
as Father De Montfort to live almost like a layman? To 
spend his davs in visiting the poor and sick, his nights in 
praver and penance for those who persecuted him. when he 
could do so much good as a missionary in some other diocese 
where the Bishop was more friendly? 

Then presently Father De Montfort made a startling an¬ 
nouncement. On November 10. he said—just a few days 
henoe—he was going to join the Dominican Order. 

Brother Mathurin turned pale. His beloved superior was 
entering a convent of Friars Preachers? Why, what would 
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become of Brothers John, Nicholas and himself? And 
Sister Mary Louise? 

“Father, you don’t mean it!” he burst out. “You’re not 
going to leave us alone!” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Of course not. I’ll still be 
with you, Brother.” 

“But... but you said....” 

“I know. But I’m joining Saint Dominic’s family as a 
Tertiary. Surely you understand what that means?” 

Brother Mathurin hesitated. Then he shook his head 
forlornly. “A Tertiary? No, Father. I haven’t the 
slightest idea.” 
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Chapter 52 

F ATHER De Montfort proceeded to explain about 
Dominican Tertiaries. They were men and women 
from all walks of life, he said, who had become 
members of Saint Dominic’s family while still 
carrying on their duties in the world. By offering 
certain extra prayers and sacrifices each day, wearing a 
small white woolen scapular under their ordinary clothes 
and cultivating an interest in the special aims of the Order, 
they were also Saint Dominic’s children and shared in all 
the prayers and good works of the preaching friars and 
cloistered nuns. Of course a similar privilege was granted 
by certain other religious groups, too—such as the Fran¬ 
ciscans, the Augustinians, the Servites, the Carmelites, 
the Minims, the Norbertines and the Benedictines. Each 
of these, with its special mission in the Church, had a place 
for zealous layfolk. 

“But the Third Order of Saint Dominic appeals to me the 
most,” confessed Father De Montfort. “Can you guess 
why?” 

“No, Fathei - ,” said Brother Mathurin, still somewhat at 
sea but immeasurably relieved that he was not going to lose 
his beloved superior. “Unless it’s because your brother in 
Dinan is a Dominican friar?” 

“No,” said Father De Montfort, smiling. “That’s not the 
reason.” 
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“I know!” burst out Brother John suddenly. “It’s be¬ 
cause of the Blessed Virgin, isn’t it, Father? And the 
Rosary! Saint Dominic was so devoted to them both! Then, 
he was a great preacher, too, especially against the heretics, 
and in many ways a lot of your problems are just like his.” 

Father De Montfort nodded with satisfaction. “Yes, 
that’s it,” he admitted. “For a long time—in fact, ever 
since I went to Rome—I’ve been feeling the need to belong 
to Saint Dominic in a special way. You see, something 
keeps telling me that as a Tertiary—a member of his Third 
Order for people living in the world—what I’ve been trying 
to do for souls will be far more blessed by God.” 

Brother Nicholas looked up with sudden interest. “You 
mean you won’t have any more troubles?” 

Father De Montfort laughed heartily. “No, I couldn’t 
promise that, Brother. What I mean is that once I become 
a Tertiary, I’ll have a special share in the prayers and 
sacrifices of the friars and nuns of Saint Dominic’s family. 
Then, how much harder for the Devil to keep me from doing 
good work and getting to heaven than if I were all by my¬ 
self!” 

This and other discussions of Dominican Tertiary life set 
the Brothers’ minds at rest; and when, on November 10, 
1710, Father De Montfort was received into the Third 
Order by the Dominican friars in Nantes, they derived con¬ 
siderable pleasure from the event. Surely from now on 
the work he was trying to do would be more specially blessed 
by God? 

At first, however, there was no visible indication of this. 
The Bishop still insisted that Father De Montfort refrain 
from preaching, teaching or hearing confessions. He might 
offer Mass privately and help certain devout people who 
were trying to establish a hospital for incurables, but no 
more. 

When, in the spring of 1711, the Loire river overflowed 
and a great part of Nantes was under water, Father De 
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Montfort exhibited heroic courage. Under his direction a 
number of men took their boats, laden with provisions, into 
the flooded sections of the town. The risks of the expedi¬ 
tion were very great. Several times the boats in the little 
fleet narrowly escaped capsizing as they made their way 
through the treacherous currents swirling about the house¬ 
tops, past floating trees and melting ice, to deliver their 
precious cargo through upper story windows and even down 
chimneys. But the venture succeeded, and everywhere Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort was acclaimed a hero. 

Still the Bishop would not relent. “Hero or not, he’s a 
troublemaker,” he declared, unable to forget the malicious 
stories which had been poured into his ears. “He’ll not have 
any rights in my diocese.” 

Despite his genuine humility, Father De Montfort did not 
find it easy to be persecuted and misunderstood. Then, too, 
what a cross to know that even now the beautiful Calvary 
of Pontchateau was being relentlessly leveled to the ground! 
Yet surely some day it would rise again, more beautiful 
than ever. Surely some dav the present suffering would 
bring forth fruit a hundredfold. 

Then, wholly unexpectedly, came wonderful news. Two 
Bishops invited Father De Montfort to leave Nantes for 
work in their dioceses. One was the Most Reverend John 
de Lescure, Bishop of Lucon; the other, the Most Reverend 
Stephen de Champflour, Bishop of La Rochelle. 

“Thank God!” cried Brother Mathurin when he heard 
the news. “I couldn’t have stood this much longer, Father.” 

Brothers John and Nicholas were jubilant. “The prayers 
and good works of Saint Dominic’s friars and nuns are 
beginning to bear fruit,” they insisted. 

Father De Montfort was grateful for the chance to leave 
Nantes, but he lost no time in explaining that the future 
would not be without its trials. For instance, the Bishops 
of Lu?on and La Rochelle were good and holy men, and 
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Jansenism was nowhere as strong in their dioceses as it 
was in Poitiers, Saint Malo or Nantes. But another evil, 
Calvinism, was very firmly entrenched, and that was why 
the two Bishops were so eager to have missions and retreats 
for their people. 

“Now, what do you know about Calvinism, Brothers?” 
asked Father De Montfort earnestly. 

The three hesitated, then shook their heads. “Nothing,” 
they admitted. “What is it, Father?” 

Eager to prepare his helpers for the difficult tasks ahead, 
Father De Montfort presently began the story of John 
Calvin, the French heretic who had died in 1564, and who 
had done such harm to souls by his doctrine of predestina¬ 
tion—the belief that God does not will the salvation of all 
men but only of a select few. 

“Calvin insisted that man has no free will, and that it’s 
impossible for certain people to avoid going to hell because 
they can’t help doing wrong,” he explained. “He also de¬ 
nied the doctrine of the Real Presence.” 

“You mean the Calvinists don’t believe in the Blessed 
Sacrament?” exclaimed Brother Nicholas in shocked tones. 

“They’d like nothing better than to empty every Taber¬ 
nacle in the world,” declared Father De Montfort. Then, 
as the three stood looking at him in horror, he smiled. 

“Let’s not worry too much about the Calvinists, though. 
With Our Lady’s help —and Saint Dominic’s—we’ll be able 
to make friends of many of these poor people. Why, it 
could well happen....” 

“What could, Father?” 

“That we’ll do the best work of our lives in the dioceses 
of Lu?on and La Rochelle. Perhaps in one or the other 
the Company of Mary will soon become a reality. And the 
Daughters of Wisdom, too.” 

The Brothers looked at one another with renewed cour¬ 
age. How wonderful if Father De Montfort’s words proved 
true! 
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Chapter 55 

I N March of that same year, 1711, Father De Montfort 
left Nantes for a mission in La Garnache, a little 
town in the diocese of Lugon. This was a great suc¬ 
cess, and was followed by other work in the city of 
Lu§on. Then in May he set out for La Rochelle, where 
Bishop de Champflour had arranged for him to preach in 
the suburb of Lhoumeau. If all went well here, there would 
be several other missions in La Rochelle itself. 

As usual, vast crowds came to hear Father De Montfort 
speak, and there were hundreds of conversions. Never had 
there been such a mission as at Lhoumeau, people said. In 
the pulpit Father De Montfort was like a thundering proph¬ 
et from the pages of the Old Testament. Hardened sin¬ 
ners wept openly over their misdeeds. But in the confes¬ 
sional—ah, what a difference! Here he was gentleness it¬ 
self—fatherly, sympathetic, kind. No one went away un¬ 
consoled, or without feeling that he had made a real friend. 

Of course the Calvinists were beside themselves at such 
success, especially when they discovered that several from 
their own ranks had attended the mission at Lhoumeau and 
become converted to the Catholic Church. When the first 
of the city missions began, they did their best to stir up 
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trouble. Some went so far as to waylay Father De Mont- 
fort in the street, spit in his face and beat him with sticks 
and stones. There were even plots against his life. As a 
result, several of the local clergy became worried. Perhaps 
it would be better if Father De Montfort were to stop 
preaching and leave La Rochelle at once. After all, there 
had been serious trouble in other places where he had 
worked. And no one could deny that his missionary methods 
were most unusual. For instance, so many processions with 
lighted candles, banners, hymn singing, public Acts of Con¬ 
trition! Then, all this talk about becoming a saint easily 
and quickly through the True Devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin Mary.... 

“He works the idea into almost every sermon he gives,” 
they told the Bishop. “And that’s hardly prudent, Your 
Lordship.” 

Bishop de Champflour was a patient man. He listened 
carefully to his worried visitors, but refrained from giving 
any opinion of his own. In fact, as the bitterness and re¬ 
sentment against Father De Montfort increased in both 
Protestant and Catholic circles, he experienced a strange 
sense of satisfaction. 

“All hell seems to be breaking loose here in La Rochelle,” 
he reflected. “Maybe that’s so heaven can have a chance.” 

In the end he enlisted the services of three learned canons 
of the Cathedral. They were to observe Father De Mont¬ 
fort closely, attend all his mission services and report in 
detail everything that took place. 

“I’m especially interested in learning more about the True 
Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary,” he said. “What is 
there about this doctrine that appeals so much to some 
people and yet causes others such great distress—even the 
very holiest priests and religious?” 

The three canons promised they would attend the mis¬ 
sion services—separately and inconspicuously, as the Bishop 
suggested—and make notes at all the sermons. They would 
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also pray for light to render an honest report on Father 
De Montfort’s work. True, the first mission at the General 
Hospital was about over. But three others were scheduled 
to open in the near future—for men, women and soldiers, 
respectively—at the Dominican church. Undoubtedly Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort would soon be repeating his disturbing 
doctrines. 

Within a few weeks the canons returned to the Bishop’s 
house, armed with sheafs of notes. The mission for men 
was almost over, they said, and they were ready to make 
their first report. 

“Well, what do you think of Father De Montfort?” asked 
the Bishop eagerly. “Is he preaching heresy? Is he a tool 
of the Devil, as some people say? Or a madman?” 

The canons had but one answer for the three questions. 
“He’s a saint, Your Lordship. We’ve heard nothing at his 
men’s mission that wasn’t true, inspiring, beautiful, good.” 

The Bishop gave a sigh of relief. “And the True Devo¬ 
tion—what about that?” 

The canons looked at one another in silence. Then the 
oldest spoke out abruptly. “If everyone were to understand 
and practice the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary, 
Your Lordship, the world would be a place of thoroughly 
happy and holy souls.” 

For a moment the Bishop was thoughtful. “Then why is 
there so much talk against it?” he demanded. “Why so 
much fussing and fuming, even on the part of good people?” 

The second canon shrugged. “Because it’s so simple, 
Your Lordship.” 

“Simple?” 

“Yes. Didn’t you know that very many good people are 
suspicious of simple things? They’ve grown up to think 
that the onlv wav to go to heaven is the hard wav—by their 
own struggles, their own pravers, their own sacrifices. Deep 
down in the’r hearts they have too much pride to admit that 
they and all they do are really nothing in God’s sight.” 
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“But surely— ’ 

The first canon nodded emphatically. “It’s true, Your 
Lordship. It takes a great deal of humility to practice the 
True Devotion. In my opinion, that’s why sinners ap¬ 
preciate it much more readily than good people. They know 
they’ve fallen from grace; that they deserve to go to hell 
a thousand times; that, barring a miracle, they’ll probably 
fall again, no matter how many prayers and sacrifices they 
offer to God. So, in a sense, they stop struggling. They 
give themselves to Our Lady as slaves of her Son, and ask 
her to make them into what they ought to be.’’ 

The Bishop smiled. “I know many holy people who’d 
consider that the lazy, even the cowardly thing to do,” he 
said. “But never mind them. Tell me more about Father 
De Montfort’s True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary.” 

The canons did their best to obey, first one and then an¬ 
other quoting from his notes and repeating passages fi'om 
Father De Montfort’s sermons. All agreed that, on first 
hearing, the words “slave” and “slavery’’ were frightening 
and repulsive. Yet surely the word “love” changed every¬ 
thing? “A slave of love” was not a phrase to disturb any¬ 
one. 

“And that’s what a person is who practices the True 
Devotion. Your Lordship. He makes the Act of Consecra¬ 
tion to Our Lady, not because he has to but because he 
wants to. He gives her everything—himself, his posses¬ 
sions. the satisfactory merit of his prayers and works—just 
as Saint Bernard advises.” 

The Bishop looked up with interest. “Saint Bernard? 
But he lived six centuries ago! What has he got to do with 
the True Devotion?” 

“A great deal, Your Lordship, because his whole life was 
one long Act of Consecration to Our Lady. Father De 
Montfort often quotes one of his favorite sayings: ‘If you 
wish to present something to God, no matter how small it 
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“Father De Montfort’s a saint, Your Lordship. 
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may be, place it in Mary’s hands if you do not wish to be 
refused.’ ” 

“That’s right. It’s as though a poor man, owing rent for 
his farm to a king, has nothing to give at the end of the year 
but a worm-eaten apple. If he were wise, and well liked 
by the queen, wouldn’t he give the apple to her? Then she, 
out of kindness to the poor man, as also out of respect for 
the king, would remove the spoiled part from the apple, 
place it on a gold dish and surround it with flowers. Would 
the king be able to refuse such a gift then? Of course not. 
He’d receive it gratefully from the hands of the queen who 
so favored the poor man.” 

“Yes, Your Lordship. And in one sense we’re all like that 
poor farmer. We owe God so much! But what have we to 
give Him? After all—unless we’re too proud to admit it— 
our very best prayers and sacrifices are less than dust and 
ashes in His sight because of our sins.” 

On and on went the canons with their explanations and 
comments on the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. 
It was something most praiseworthy, they said. Everyone 
could practice it, even small children, for the entire sub¬ 
stance was contained in a few simple words: “I am all Thine 
and all I have is Thine, O most loving Jesus, through Mary, 
Thy holy Mother.” 

The Bishop smiled with relief. How splendid to hear such 
an encouraging report from these learned priests! To know 
that Father De Montfort was preaching something so beau¬ 
tiful and good in the diocese of La Rochelle! 

“That little prayer you just said—it’s the short form of 
the Act of Consecration, isn’t it?” he asked. 

The canons nodded. “Yes, Your Lordship. It’s supposed 
to be said at least once a day by those who practice the 
True Devotion—preferably in the morning.” 

For a moment the Bishop was thoughtful. Then he leaned 
forward eagerly. “I don’t suppose-” 

“Yes, Your Lordship?” 
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“I don’t suppose you could give me the regular form of 
the Act of Consecration?” 

There was some hesitation as the three canons consulted 
their notes. Then one produced a sheet of paper. “The Act 
itself is rather long, Your Lordship, but here’s the most im¬ 
portant passage. Shall I read it?” 

The Bishop settled back in his chair. “Yes,” he said. 
“And slowly and carefully, please. I want to follow every 
word.” 

So without delay and with evident relish the canon began 
to read Father De Montfort’s famous offering which for 
years the Devil had been trying to keep from the knowledge 
of men: 

“In the presence of all the heavenly court I choose thee 
this day for my Mother and mistress. I deliver and 
consecrate to thee, as thy slave, my body and soul, my 
goods, both interior and exterior, and even the value of 
all my good actions, past, present and future; leaving 
to thee the entire and full right of disposing of me, and 
all that belongs to me, without exception, according to 
thy good pleasure, for the greater glory of God, in 
time and eternity ....” 
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Chapter 54 

S O impressed was the Bishop by the possibilities for 
good in Father De Montfort’s True Devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin Mary that he lost no time in assur¬ 
ing him of his complete approval and support. No 
matter what the Calvinists did or said, he was to 
continue giving missions in La Rochelle. 

“The next one will be for women, won’t it, Father?” he 
inquired kindly. 

Father De Montfort nodded, grateful beyond words for 
the Bishop’s trust and confidence. “Yes, Your Lordship. 
And after that, there’ll be the one for soldiers.” 

However, the Calvinists were not easily discouraged. So, 
for once Father De Montfort stood in well with a Bishop, 
did he? He had permission to preach, hear confessions, 
teach Catechism, organize religious processions? 

“We’ll see about that,” they told one another angrily. “If 
lies and gossip won’t turn the trick, we’ll get rid of this 
wretched priest in some other way.” 

Fortunately Father De Montfort succeeded in foiling all 
the Calvinists’ attempts against his life. For instance, he 
would not walk down a certain street at night because some¬ 
thing told him that a band of murderers was waiting for 
him there. Or, when he did find himself at the mercy of 
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one or more cutthroats, he calmly gave them permission to 
mistreat him as they wished—if only they would first 
promise to mend their evil ways. 

“I much prefer the salvation of your soul to ten thousand 
lives like mine,” he told one would-be assassin, smiling. 
“Go ahead, my friend. Strike!” 

These words wrought such terror in the man’s heart that 
he could only stand in trembling silence. Then, after a 
moment, scarcely able to sheathe his sword, he took to his 
heels. 

“It was terrible!” he told his friends later. “I ... I 
couldn’t even lift an ann at the look in that priest’s eyes! 
Could it be that he’s a good man after all?” 

In mid-August of 1711, however, Father De Montfort did 
fall into an enemy trap. He drank some poisoned soup 
(served to him after one of his sermons) and for several 
days was violently ill. Indeed, his life was despaired of, and 
Brothers Mathurin, John and Nicholas were beside them¬ 
selves with anxiety. Father De Montfort, only thirty-eight 
years old, was going to die and leave them all alone! 

“What’ll we do?” they asked one another in desperation. 
“We’re not priests. We can’t give missions by our¬ 
selves-” 

Father De Montfort reassured them, however. He was 
very ill—yes. But he would not die. In fact, the approach¬ 
ing mission for soldiers would be a really great success 
because of this present suffering. 

True enough. Little by little Father De Montfort did 
regain some of his strength, and the mission for soldiers 
brought the largest crowds of all. When it was over, he 
even ventured into the country districts to preach to the 
people there. But in the spring of 1712, when the Bishop 
of Lu$on asked him to go to the He d’Yeu, a fishing com¬ 
munity some eighteen miles off the coast of Brittany, his 
many friends urged him to tell the Bishop the truth. He 
!iad only partially recovered from the effects of the poison- 
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ing and was not really strong enough for missionary work. 
Besides, the waters surrounding the lie d’Yeu were infested 
with British pirates. These men would like nothing better 
than to put a Catholic priest in chains and carry him off to 
certain death. 

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Father De Montfort. “I’m not 
sick any more. Just a bit tired once in a while. As for the 
pirates—I know Our Lady won’t let them harm me.” 

But Father des Bastiferes (who had helped with the work 
at Pontchateau and now had been asked by the Bishop to 
accompany Father De Montfort on the new missionary 
venture) was of quite another opinion. 

“Father, you don’t realize the danger!” he burst out fear¬ 
fully. “After all, what chance would a little boat like ours 
have against those swift pirate vessels? Besides, the 
Governor of the island is a Calvinist and could make things 
very hard for us.” 

Father De Montfort laughed. “Good friend, if the holy 
martyrs had been afraid to suffer for the Faith, they'd not 
be where they are today,” he said cheerfully. “Come on, 
now. Don’t look so sad. Everything’s going to be all 
right.” 

Poor Father des BastiSres! He was a zealous priest, but 
mortally afraid of dying, and for days he could neither eat 
nor sleep at the thought of the dangerous trip ahead. Oh, 
those terrible British pirates! If thev didn’t torture their 
captives unmercifully, or put them to death, they generally 
sold them into slavery in some foreign port.... 

“It’s ... it’s not prudent to go to the He d’Yeu,” he told 
himself. “No priest has dared visit there in years. Oh, 
dear Lord! Please make Father De Montfort explain things 
to the Bishop and ask for some other assignment!” 

But Father De Montfort’s mind was made up. The in¬ 
habitants of the He d’Yeu, of whom there were two thou¬ 
sand or more, had not enjoyed a mission in a long time. 
Although they had a saintly parish priest, they needed the 
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spiritual tonic that only a mission could supply. Even more. 
They had never heard of the True Devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin Mary. Unless they were told about it now, many 
would die without the extra graces and blessings that could 
so easily have been theirs. 

“We must go to those poor people!” he insisted. “They 
need us, Father.” 

With a great effort Father des Bastieres finally let him¬ 
self be persuaded. “All right,” he muttered. “We probably 
could do some good on the island.” So presently a small 
fishing boat was hired for the eighteen-mile trip, and on 
the day appointed Father des Bastieres went on board— 
pale, trembling, and resigned to the worst. 

After a few hours, however, his spirits began to rise. The 
sun was shining, the day pleasant, the wind in the right 
direction, and not another ship in sight. The boatmen (who 
had been just as reluctant to make the trip) began to feel 
better, too. God was blessing the voyage, just as Father 
De Montfort had promised. 

“Nine miles out, and not a sign of the enemy,” they told 
one another, greatly encouraged. “Why, it’s almost like a 
miracle!” 

Then suddenly the captain stiffened. What was that 
looming up on the western horizon—big and black and 
ominous ? 

“Not a pirate ship!” he groaned. Then, his eyes strain¬ 
ing in their sockets: “Yes, two of them! And coming right 
for us!” 

At once fear filled every heart. After rowing madly for 
a few minutes, the crew dropped their oars in despair and 
cowered, trembling, in the bottom of the boat. As for Fa¬ 
ther des Bastieres, he could only stare in hopeless shock at 
the two black shadows ahead. 

“I ... I knew it!” he muttered through clenched teeth. 
“W-we’re done for!” 
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But Father De Montfort, standing in the prow of the 
little boat, calmly assured his terrified companions that they 
were under Our Lady’s protection and that everything 
would turn out well. 

“Suppose we sing a hymn to our Mother in heaven,” he 
suggested cheerfully. 

The captain, as terrified as his men, could scarcely believe 
his ears. “You surely don’t want us to sing now, Father!” 
he burst out. “Why, the enemy will be on us in less than an 
hour!” 

Father De Montfort nodded. “What of it? Isn’t the 
Blessed Virgin looking after us ? Tell the men to start row¬ 
ing. We’re expected on the island, you know, and it wouldn’t 
do to be late.” 

Reluctantly the crew returned to their oars. But though 
Father De Montfort began a hymn which everyone knew, 
his confident voice rang out alone. At such a dreadful mo¬ 
ment no one had any heart for singing. Or for anything 
else. For all realized the truth. No matter what speed their 
small craft made, it could never hope to escape the gunfire 
of the fast approaching pirate ships. 

“Well, since you won’t sing, we’ll offer the Rosary in¬ 
stead,” said Father De Montfort finally. “That ought to be 
easy enough. Come on, friends—the Blessed Virgin will 
protect us, just as I’ve been telling you.” 

Half out of their wits with fear, captain and crew joined 
in the familiar prayer. But try though he would, Father 
des Bastieres could not find his voice. By now the two 
pirate vessels were in full view, and at any moment the 
powerful cannons might open fire.... 

Then suddenly words came to the terrified priest—des¬ 
perate, high-pitched, pleading: “H-holy Mary, Mother of 
God ... p-pray for us sinners ... now ... and at the hour of 
our d-death_” 
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Chapter 55 



’EARER and nearer came the pirate vessels, but Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort scarcely gave them a glance. 
His worn beads slipped quietly through his fingers 
as though he were saying his Rosary in some 
peaceful church. And when the five decades were 
finished, he calmly announced that the Blessed Virgin had 
heard their prayer. They were safe. 

“S-safe?” stammered Father des Bastieres, pointing a 
shaking finger at the billowing sails of the pirate vessels 
now only a few hundred yards away. “Just look over 


there!” 

But even as he spoke, there was a gasp of astonishment 
from captain and crew. The wind had changed! Slowly 
but surely the two pirate ships were beginning to turn 
away! 

“But... but it can’t be!” cried one of the men. “Weren’t 
they just getting ready to open fire?” 

The captain lowered his spy-glass. “Yes,” he muttered. 
“The cannon were trained directly on us. Oh, Father, how 
did you do it? How did you work a miracle like that?” 

Father De Montfort hesitated. “I ? Why, I didn’t do any¬ 
thing,” he said cheerfully. “It was Our Lady who saved 
us. She often does wonderful things for those who say her 
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Rosary.” Then, after a moment: “Perhaps now you feel 
more like singing a hymn in her honor?” 

This time captain and crew were all eagerness, and Fa¬ 
ther des Bastieres joined as earnestly as the rest in the 
familar strains of the Magnificat . 

“Our Lady didn't work this miracle for nothing,” he re¬ 
flected, his heart filled with joyous relief. “We're going to 
do some wonderful work on the He d'Yeu.” 

True enough. The two-month mission on the little island 
was a great success, and when it was over Father des Bas¬ 
tieres had not the slightest qualms about the return trip to 
the mainland. In fact, if Father De Montfort had sug¬ 
gested it, he would willingly have set out for wildest Africa. 
Or for China or Japan. For what real harm could come to 
anyone who loved and trusted the Mother of God? Who 
had glimpsed the marvelous power of the Rosary against 
the forces of evil? 

But it was not to foreign lands that duty called Father 
De Montfort. Upon his arrival in La Rochelle, he began 
making plans for missions in La Garnache, Sallertaine, 
Saint-Christophe, Challans and other towns. Then pres¬ 
ently he withdrew from public life to give himself to a 
work that had been in his thoughts for a long time. This 
was the setting down in writing of the doctrine of the True 
Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

Brothers Mathurin, John and Nicholas approved of the 
new project. It was also a source of satisfaction that re¬ 
cently some friends had purchased a little cottage in Saint 
Eloi (a suburb of La Rochelle) and turned it over to their 
beloved superior. 

“He needs a rest from mission work,” they told one an¬ 
other. “He'll be able to have it now.” 

Father De Montfort deeply appreciated the change in oc¬ 
cupation—the chance to live as a hermit in his cottage, to 
pray and think at leisure. But as he set himself to writing 
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about the True Devotion, he also experienced a certain sad¬ 
ness. The little book he had in mind would do much good— 
yes. It would inspire in many generous hearts a desire to 
be the slaves of Jesus in Mary and so win heaven more 
quickly and easily. But certainly the Devil was not going 
to stand idly by while all this was taking place. He would 
sow doubts and misunderstandings where the new book was 
concerned, just as he had already done with the missions 
and retreats. For each one who read the book with profit, 
there would probably be a hundred or more to throw it aside 
—in bewilderment, in boredom, in downright disagreement. 
Then there was the depressing premonition that the Evil 
One would even succeed in having the manuscript lost for 
several years! 

“Still, it’ll be found and published some day,” he con¬ 
soled himself. “Our Lady will see to that.” 

All through the summer and autumn of 1712 Father De 
Montfort worked on his book. Then in January of 1713 
he busied himself with another writing task: that of pre¬ 
paring a Rule for the Company of Mary. True, no priests 
had yet felt it their vocation to join him in the religious 
life (not even Father des Bastieres), but recently another 
young man had applied to be a Brother—which brought his 
present family up to four and made a written Rule some¬ 
thing of a necessity. 

“Brothers Mathurin, John, Nicholas, Gabriel—all good 
souls,” he reflected as he finished his new task. “But dear 
Lord! How much longer do I have to wait for priests?” 
Then, after a moment: “Maybe things would be different 
if I looked for such helpers in Paris.” 

Soon he had made up his mind. Yes, he would go to 
Paris and visit the Seminary of the Holy Ghost, founded by 
his friend and former classmate, Father Claude des Places. 
The latter had died four years ago, but perhaps his suc¬ 
cessor, Father Bouic, would be able to help. 
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“I’ll remind him that Father des Places once promised 
me some candidates for the Company of Mary,” he decided. 
“That was a long time ago—back in 1704. But even so, a 
promise is still a promise....” 

In mid-August of that same year, 1713, Father De Mont- 
fort arrived in Paris. Father Bouic gave him a warm wel¬ 
come and lost no time in introducing him to the students of 
the Seminary. But alas! None of those about to be or¬ 
dained felt themselves called to missionary life. They pre¬ 
ferred to work as parish priests, or to teach. However, four 
young men who had not yet completed their studies showed 
some interest in the Company of Mary. Upon Ordination, 
in two years or so, they would be glad to come to La 
Rochelle and join the new community. 

“You’ll certainly be most welcome,” said Father De Mont- 
fort. “Don’t forget. I’ll be expecting you.” 

But as he set about his homeward trip, Father De Mont- 
fort’s heart was heavy. He was only forty years old, but 
surely his time on earth was drawing to a close? Despite 
the variety of medicines supplied by his friends, he had 
never really recovered from the attempt made by the Cal¬ 
vinists to poison him. Two years had passed since that 
dreadful day, but the spells of weakness were still with 
him—the fever, the aches and pains of all sorts. 

“I may never live to see those four boys in the Company 
of Mary,” he told himself sadly. 

But he ouicklv banished the discouraging thought. If it 
was God’s Will that his little religious family should pros¬ 
per, nriest-helpers would come. One or two at least. As 
for Sister Mary Louise— 

Anxietv flickered anew in Father De Montfort’s eves. 
Eight and one-half vears had passed since his enemies had 
driven him from Poitiers, and in all that time Sister Mary 
Louise had carried on alone at the poorhouse—nursing the 
sick, keeping the Rule he had written for the Wisdom 
Group, wearing the habit he had designed, loyally holding 
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to the hope that some day other girls would come to join 
her in the religious life. Of course there had been letters of 
direction, and from all accounts she had done wonderful 
work and had never had to suffer the persecution which he 
himself had known. Still— 

“The poor child has waited long enough,” he decided. 
“I’ll go home by way of Poitiers and see if there isn’t some¬ 
thing I can do to help her.” Then, with a little smile: 
“Maybe I’ll visit Catherine Brunet, too....” 
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Chapter 56 

O F course Sister Mary Louise was beside herself 
with joy when Father De Montfort arrived at the 
poorhouse. “I ... I must be dreaming!” she burst 
out, her eyes bright with happy tears. “The ten 
years aren’t even up yet, and here you are, Father! 
Oh, how good to see you!” 

Father De Montfort smiled at the warm and childlike 
welcome. And with relief, too. For one shrewd glance had 
told him that all was well with his spiritual daughter. She 
was in good health, happy, successful in her work. Indeed, 
the poorhouse seemed to be thriving as never before—the 
building and grounds in clean and orderly condition, the 
staff efficient, the poor themselves well-fed and clothed. 

“Child, how did you do it?” he exclaimed incredulously. 
“Begin at the beginning and tell me everything!” 

Sister Mary Louise smiled contentedly as she settled her¬ 
self for a visit with her spiritual director. Yes, all was 
well at the poorhouse, she agreed. Of course her mother 
was still displeased that she was living with the town’s out¬ 
casts and wearing the grey homespun habit of a Daughter 
of Wisdom. Then occasionally there were quarrels and mis¬ 
understandings among the workers, sickness and death 
among the poor people. But God had been very good. He 
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had provided many friends and benefactors, so that when 
trials did come they did not have to be borne alone. There 
was just one big cross.... 

Father De Montfort nodded understanding^. “I know. 
No other girls have come to join you.” 

“That’s right, Father. But of course the ten years aren’t 
up yet, so I shouldn’t complain.” 

For a moment Father De Montfort was silent. Then he 
leaned forward eagerly. “Child, I think someone is coming 
to join you very soon,” he said. 

Sister Mary Louise looked up in astonishment. “Really, 
Father? But who?” 

“Catherine Brunet.” 

There was an incredulous pause. Then Sister Mary 
Louise shook her head sadly. “Catherine? Oh, no, Father! 
She’s never wanted to be a nun.” 

“She does now.” 

“What?” 

“Yes, before I came here I had a little visit with her. 
And while she didn’t actually promise anything, I’m quite 
sure that she’s finally giving in to God’s grace. Mark my 
words, she’ll be along very soon.” 

Sister Mary Louise could scarcely believe her ears. 
Catherine Brunet, now in her late thirties, who would still 
rather sing popular songs than eat, who still had a veritable 
passion for dancing and pretty clothes—wanted to be a 
nun? Surely not! Yet Father De Montfort insisted that 
Catherine’s worldly ways hid a good heart. She would make 
a fine religious. 

“After all, child, don’t you remember those months when 
Catherine lived here with the Wisdom Group? She was 
assistant to the blind superior, and did very good work.” 

Sister Mary Louise nodded slowly. “Yes, Father. I re¬ 
member. But I remember, too, how she used to laugh and 
joke. Why, she even poked fun at you for making a blind 
girl superior! She said that was foolish, because any of us 
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could break the Rule and the blind girl would never know 
it.” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Well, did anyone ever 
break the Rule?” 

“N-no. But on the other hand—” 

“What?” 

“Oh, Catherine just isn’t the type to be a nun, Father! 
When she was here she was always whistling, even the most 
sacred hymn tunes. It used to bother me a great deal, al¬ 
though everyone else just laughed about it.” 

“Whistling hymn tunes isn’t a sin.” 

“Of course not. Still, I can’t help feeling that she’ll never 
be happy as a religious.” 

“Don’t worry about that. And don’t worry about her 
lively ways, either. She’s the very sort of person who’ll 
endear herself to young people.” 

At this, Sister Mary Louise turned a bewildered glance 
upon her spiritual director. “Young people ? But there 
aren’t any young people here, Father! They’re all quite 
old. In fact, most of them are either bedridden or crippled.” 

Father De Montfort’s heart beat fast. The time had 
come for him to make known an ambition which, as yet, 
was shared only with the Bishop and a few close friends 
in La Rochelle. He had not expected to do more than men¬ 
tion it to Sister Mary Louise on this visit. But now that 
there had been the successful interview with Catherine Bru¬ 
net, and probably the Daughters of Wisdom would become 
a reality very soon— 

“Sister, I’ve a little surprise for you,” he said, and pro¬ 
ceeded to set forth his cherished plan. 

When Catherine came to the poorhouse and asked to be a 
Daughter of Wisdom, she was to be given the habit and the 
name of Sister Mary of the Conception. Then for a few 
months she was to assist Sister Mary Louise. After that 
they would both come to La Rochelle, where they would oc- 
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cupy themselves with an entirely new work: that of teach¬ 
ing in a free school for girls. 

“There’s a great need for such a school in La Rochelle, 
Sister. It’s a seaport, you know, and many of the men, 
being fishermen and sailors, are away from home for 
months at a time. Families are broken up, children run 
wild in the streets, and little or nothing is done to help 
them. The free school for girls will solve many a problem. 
And the one for boys, too—which ought to be opening soon 
under the direction of some zealous laymen.” 

Sister Mary Louise listened in silent bewilderment to the 
unexpected news. She was to leave her beloved poor for 
a strange work in a strange city? And her companion was 
to be none other than the high-spirited Catherine Brunet, 
who had never shown any interest in the religious life ? 

“Father, I ... I don’t know what to say,” she ventured 
finally. “I’ve never done any teaching, and neither has 
Catherine. Our only experience has been here in the poor- 
house with the sick and aged.” 

“Still, both of you can read and write,” Father De Mont- 
fort reassured her. “And you know the Catechism.” Then, 
after a moment: “And you understand about the True De¬ 
votion to the Blessed Virgin Mary, too. Oh, Sister! Think 
what it will mean to explain that to little children!” 

Suddenly a new thought came to Sister Mary Louise 
which served to dispel much of her uncertainty. For more 
than eight years she had been trying to promote the True 
Devotion among the inmates of the poorhouse. Results had 
been good in many cases. But how often she had found 
only rocky soil for the priceless seed which she had to sow! 
How often her charges had been too sick or feeble to ap¬ 
preciate the creat Grace of being totally consecrated to the 
Blessed Virorin! How often thev had died without the con¬ 
solations of this wonderful gift of God! Whereas if some¬ 
one had explained matters when they were children.... 
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“You’re right, Father!” she agreed enthusiastically. “We 
ought to do everything possible to make the True Devotion 
known to young people.” 

Father De Montfort leaned forward eagerly. “Then you 
will come to teach in La Rochelle?” 

With a courage born of a sudden and very special grace, 
Sister Mary Louise nodded resolutely. “Yes, Father,” she 
said. “I’ll come.” 
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Chapter 57 

F OR the rest of the day, Father De Montfort was 
almost walking on air. What did it matter that he 
must leave Poitiers at once, the Bishop (still being 
under Jansenist influence), having refused permis¬ 
sion for him to offer Mass anywhere in the diocese? 
That because of his poor health, traveling had now become 
a greater hardship than ever? Surely nothing mattered, 
save that the Daughters of Wisdom were about to become 
a reality; that countless children would soon be learning 
about God and His Commandments. 

“I’m just helping to pay the price,’’ he told himself. 
“Dearest Mother, please don’t let me spoil things by com¬ 
plaining !” 

This thought—that graces are won for others chiefly 
through suffering—had been with Father De Montfort since 
childhood. Because of it, he had been enabled to overcome 
difficulties which would have discouraged the majority of 
people. Thus, when an attack of fever forced him to enter 
the hospital upon his arrival in La Rochelle, he was not 
downcast. Of course he was sick, but he was still an in¬ 
strument in God’s hands. He was still a missionary, al¬ 
though unable to preach a word. He was still paying the 
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price for men and women, boys and girls, to appreciate and 
practice the True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

However, his four lay Brothers were not so resigned. 
Why, their beloved superior was little more than skin and 
bones! Surely he would not be with them much longer? 

“What’ll we do without him?” they asked one another 
fearfully. 

But Father De Montfort was reassuring. No, he would 
never be completely well again. But he would certainly 
recover sufficiently to preach several missions. In fact, 
something told him that he had at least two more years in 
which to labor for souls. 

“That’s quite a while, Brothers,” he said cheerfully. 
“We’ll be able to do much good in that time.” 

For several weeks Father De Montfort remained in the 
hospital. Then, although far from being his old vigorous 
self, he announced that he was taking up missionary work 
again. Of course all his friends objected, for it was now 
wintertime and traveling presented many difficulties even 
to one who was strong and well. 

“It’s also the year 1714,” replied Father De Montfort, 
smiling. “Time is growing short. I must go!” 

When he had done what he could to organize the new 
free school for boys in La Rochelle, he started forth. Sur¬ 
prisingly enough, his health did not fail and he preached 
successfully in Courgon, Vanneau and other towns. Then 
in the spring he gave still more missions, and in June set 
out for Nantes. He had planned to spend some time here, 
hoping that the Bishop might now be in a more friendly 
mood. (The Calvary of Pontchateau had been destroyed 
and he himself cleared of every suspicion of being a British 
spy). But once more his enemies rose up against him, and 
he left almost immediately for Rennes. Here fresh trials 
awaited him, too, for he was not allowed to preach. 

“Well, since I can’t make use of a pulpit, I’ll write my 
friends a letter,” he decided. And having made a retreat 
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of several days, he composed his “Letter to the Friends of 
the Cross,” a stirring and heartfelt explanation of the value 
of suffering. 

Despite new persecutions and misunderstandings, Father 
De Montfort continued with his missionary journeys 
throughout the balance of the summer and fall. Then, late 
in November, he returned to La Rochelle. Here news of 
the best sort awaited him. Three more young men—Philip, 
James and Louis—wanted to be Brothers in his little com¬ 
munity. A letter from Sister Mary Louise informed him 
that Catherine Brunet had decided to be a religious after 
all, and was now working with her at the poorhouse as 
Sister Mary of the Conception. Finally, Bishop de Champ- 
flour announced that the free school for boys was flourish¬ 
ing, and that all was in readiness for the opening of the 
girls’ school. All, that is, save the matter of teachers. 

“Father, where are those Sisters you told me about?” in¬ 
quired the Bishop anxiously. “I thought they were coming 
here to take charge of the work.” 

Father De Montfort nodded eagerly. “They are, Your 
Lordship.” 

“But when?” 

“In the spring.” 

“The spring? But we need them now!” 

“Of course. But it’ll take a little time for them to wind 
up affairs in Poitiers. After all, they have to find some¬ 
one to look after the work at the poorhouse, you know.” 

The Bishop curbed his impatience as best he could, then 
suggested that if Father De Montfort felt able, it would be 
well to arrange for missions in some of the surrounding 
towns during the coming winter. For instance, there was 
Fouras—nine miles from La Rochelle; the little island of 
Aix; Saint-Laurent-de-la-Pree, Breuil-Magne, and several 
other parishes. Then in La Rochelle itself the Sisters of 
Providence were most anxious to have an eight-day retreat. 
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Father De Montfort promised to do what he could. But 
as for the Sisters’ retreat—well, something told him it ought 
to be open to all the faithful. The unusual suggestion 
startled the Bishop, but he finally gave his consent. The 
retreat would be preached in the public church attached to 
the convent. And everyone—men, women and children— 
would be welcome to attend. 

It was in early February of 1715 that Father De Mont¬ 
fort returned from his missionary journeys and began 
preaching to the Sisters. By now he was well-nigh ex¬ 
hausted from his labors. And a bit disappointed, too. For 
where were the four young men whom he had met at the 
Seminary of the Holy Ghost in Paris more than two years 
ago, now ordained priests, who had promised to join him in 
the religious life, and so make possible the Company of 
Mary? 

“They’ve changed their minds,” he told himself sadly. 
“They’re not coming after all.” 

It was true. The four had changed their minds in favor 
of other work. Indeed, one of them—young Father Adrian 
Vatel—had gone so far as to offer himself for the foreign 
missions and was even then on his way to India, acting as 
ship’s chaplain in order to pay for his passage. But as 
luck would have it, his boat put in at La Rochelle during the 
very week in which Father De Montfort was conducting 
the retreat for the Sisters of Providence. Learning this, 
the young priest decided to attend one of the sermons and 
afterwards to make his apologies to Father De Montfort 
for having broken his word. 

“He’ll understand when I explain things,” he told him¬ 
self. "I know he will.” 

Father De Montfort, worn and tired, was in the act of 
mounting to the pulpit when Father Vatel entered the 
church and settled himself expectantly to hear the sermon. 
But in just a few minutes the latter was experiencing a 
great disappointment. What was the matter with Father 
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De Montfort? His voice was weak, his words halting, al¬ 
most as though he had never spoken in public before. 

“This can’t be the same man who preached so wonder¬ 
fully at the Seminary in Paris!” he thought. “Why, if he 
expects to convert people with a talk like this—” 

Suddenly Father De Montfort hesitated, then leaned 
across the pulpit’s edge. “There is someone here who is 
resisting me,” he declared, in tones that reached to every 
corner of the church. “I feel as though the Word of God is 
lost on him. But he will not get away from me.” 

Father Vatel sat bolt upright. Surely Father De Mont¬ 
fort didn’t mean him! But as the sermon progressed, one 
doubt after another entered the young priest’s mind. Was 
he doing the right thing in going to the Far East? Were 
his missionary credentials really in order? Would God 
bless his work among the pagans? Would his health with¬ 
stand the hardships of mission life? 

“I... I shouldn’t have come here,” he thought, distressed 
and miserable beyond words. “I’ll just slip out quietly and 
go back to the ship.” 

But try though he would, he could not bring himself to 
leave. And presently, the sermon finished, he went in 
search of Father De Montfort. Once he had planned on just 
a simple apology for having broken his promise to join the 
Company of Mary. But now— 

“What’ll I say?” he asked himself frantically. “What 
does God want of me?” 
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Chapter 58 


I N just a few minutes Father Vatel was more confused 
than ever, for Father De Montfort greeted him with 
an enthusiasm that was overwhelming. 

“Father, at last you’ve come!” he exclaimed. “God 
be praised! What splendid things we’ll do together, 
you and I!” And he began to describe conditions at Tau- 
gon-la-Ronde, the little town where he planned to give his 
next mission. 

Poor Father Vatel! He did his best to explain that he 
had not come to join the Company of Mary but that he was 
on his way to India. He had been paid in advance for his 
services as ship’s chaplain, the money spent for books, vest¬ 
ments and other necessities, and in a few hours his ship 
would be sailing. He could not possibly stay. 

Father De Montfort smiled. “You’re not happy about 
your new work, though,” he observed shrewdly. "Why not, 
Father? What’s wrong?” 

The young priest hesitated. “I ... I’m happy enough. 
It’s just that....” 

“Your papers aren’t in order, perhaps? You doubt that 
the Archbishops of Paris and Rouen had the right to send 
you to India as a missionary? You feel that such permis¬ 
sion should have been obtained from the Pope?” 
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Father Vatel’s eyes shot open with astonishment. “Fa¬ 
ther! How could you possibly know that?” 

“Don’t worry. I know. And you’re right, Father. Your 
credentials aren’t in order. And why? Because God never 
intended you to work for Him in India. He wants you to 
stay here in France and be the first priest of the Company 
of Mary.” 

In vain Father Vatel protested that this was impossible; 
that he had already spent the money advanced to him and 
therefore was bound to sail with his ship. Father De 
Montfort did not seem concerned. Bishop de Champflour 
would reimburse the ship’s owners, and he himself would 
make things right with the captain. 

“Come along, Father,” he said. “We haven’t any time to 
lose.” 

Scarcely knowing what he did, Father Vatel let himself 
be persuaded. And presently he was experiencing a new 
and wonderful joy. Gone were the doubts and anxieties of 
the past several months. For him the future was now as¬ 
sured. He was the first priest-member of Father De Mont- 
fort’s little familv! And, poor creature though he was, 
because of him the Company of Mary had now become a 
reality! 

“I’m not worthy of the privilege,” he thought, his heart 
all but bursting with happiness. 

There was little time for idle musing, however. Not only 
was there the mission at Taugon-la-Ronde to be considered. 
Arrangements had to be made for the approaching arrival 
from Poitiers of Sister Mary Louise and Sister Mary of the 
Conception. The laywomen who were to work with them in 
the girls’ school also needed a few more instructions, and 
finallv there was the question of a mission at Saint-Amand- 
sur-Sevre. 

Father Vatel plunged into all this work with zest, ac¬ 
companying Father De Montfort and the Brothers where- 
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ever they went—preaching on occasion (although he pre¬ 
ferred to leave this duty to his superior), hearing confes¬ 
sions, teaching Catechism, organizing religious processions. 
However, he was not so busy as to forget a special inten¬ 
tion which Father De Montfort had recommended to his 
prayers: namely, that God would soon inspire another priest 
to join the Company of Mary. 

“Who will it be?” he often wondered. 

By August of 1715, six months after his own arrival, 
Sister Mary Louise and Sister Mary of the Conception— 
now happily settled in La Rochelle—experienced the great 
joy of being joined in the religious life by two young girls. 
However, no priest-helper had come to Father De Montfort, 
and occasionally Father Vatel found himself just a trifle dis¬ 
couraged. 

“Dearest Mother, couldn’t you send someone?” he begged. 

Then one day in October, while Father De Montfort was 
preaching to a community of nuns in Fontenay-le-Comte, a 
young priest arrived with a request that the two members 
of the Company of Mary come to his brother’s parish in 
Saint-Pompain. It had been many years since a mission 
had been given there. Surely something could be arranged, 
even on such short notice? 

Father Vatel’s heart went out to the newcomer, whose 
name was Father Rene Mulot. What a frail young priest 
he was—paralyzed on one side, suffering from lung trouble, 
and scarcely able to stand! 

“Father, we’d certainly like to come,” he said kindly. 
“But as soon as we leave here, we’re scheduled to give a 
mission in Vouvant. After that, another in Villiers-en- 
Plaine. Then there’s an assignment to Saint Laurent-sur- 
Sevre. Rea'lv, I don’t see how we could take on any more 
work just now.” 

Father Rene Mulot was suddenly convulsed in a spell of 
coughing. “I... I know you’re busy,” he said, as soon as he 
had recovered. “But the people in Saint-Pompain ... they 
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need a mission so much! Couldn’t I at least speak to Father 
De Montfort about it?” 

However, Father De Montfort was of the same opinion 
as Father Vatel. It would be utterly impossible to go to 
Saint-Pompain. Besides the many missions that were 
scheduled for the next few months, the Bishop wanted them 
to visit La Rochelle in connection with the new free schools. 
Then Sister Mary Louise needed advice concerning the 
training of the two girls who had recently joined the 
Daughters of Wisdom. 

“We just couldn’t go to your brother’s parish, Father,” 
he explained kindly. “There isn’t time.” 

But Father Mulot, weakened by illness though he was, 
held his ground. How could Father De Montfort refuse 
this chance to save many souls from hell and make saints 
of scores of men, women and children in Saint-Pompain? 

“Father, you can’t turn me down!” he gasped. “I’ve not 
much longer to live, as you can see. Please, won’t you make 
a dying man happy by granting his one request?” 

Father De Montfort hesitated. There was something tre¬ 
mendously appealing about this young priest. Frail though 
he was, he seemed to have a certain inner strength that told 
of virtues far beyond the ordinary. Truly, such men were 
rare. 

“Father, I’ve already told you that we’re to open a mis¬ 
sion at Vouvant in a few days,” he said gently. “That was 
arranged for long ago. Also the one at Villiers-en-Plaine. 
But it’s just occurred to me that possibly....” 

“Yes, Father?” 

“We might be able to work out something in between for 
your brother’s parish in Saint-Pompain.” 

Tears glistened in the sick priest’s eyes. “Oh, Father!” 
he burst out. “I ... I knew you’d understand!” 

But Father De Montfort held up his hand in warning. 
“Wait a minute. I only said we might be able to arrange 
something. It all depends on you.” 
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“On me?” 

“Yes.” Then, as Father Mulot recovered from another 
bad coughing spell: “I’ll go to your brother’s parish on one 
condition: that you promise to work in the Company of 
Mary for the rest of your days.” 

Father Mulot stared in astonishment. “You want me to 
join the Company of Mary?” he whispered incredulously. 

“Yes, Father. Rather, it’s God Who wants it.” 

“But... but that’s impossible! I’m dying!” 

“Nothing is impossible with His grace, Father. If you 
join our group, all your ills will vanish. And you must 
make your first preaching effort at the mission in Vouvant. 
Now, what do you say?” 

Father Mulot could only sit in numb bewilderment. He, 
half-paralyzed, afflicted with tuberculosis, asthma and con¬ 
stant headaches was being asked to take up the active life 
of a missionary and to pledge himself to follow a religious 
Rule as well? Why, he must be dreaming! 

Silently he slumped in his chair, hid his face in his hands 
and tried to think. There was such great need for a mis¬ 
sion in his brother’s parish at Saint-Pompain! Scores of 
men and women there had fallen away from the Church. 
The True Devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary was abso¬ 
lutely unknown. And yet— 

Presently he roused himself. Everyone knew that Fa¬ 
ther De Montfort was a saint, that times without number 
he had worked wonders for sick bodies as well as for sick 
souls. Then why was he, Rene Mulot, doubting his word? 
It could be God’s Will that he was meant to be the second 
priest-member of the Company of Mary; that somehow, in 
some way, he would be cured of his many ailments_ 

With pounding heart he struggled to his feet. “All right, 
Father!” he exclaimed, trembling with excitement and 
weakness. “I ... I’ll come!” 
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Chapter 59 


F ATHER Adrian Vatel could scarcely believe his ears 
when he heard the news, and neither could the 
Brothers. But when, after a few days of mission¬ 
ary life, their new co-worker was suddenly relieved 
of his racking cough, the asthma, headaches and 
all the other pains which had tormented him for years, their 
amazement knew no bounds. 

“Our Father De Montfort is a saint!” they told one an¬ 
other joyfully. “It's his prayers that have cured Father 
Mulot!” 

Yet even as they rejoiced, they watched Father De Mont¬ 
fort with anxiety. If only he could do something for him¬ 
self ! He was so pale and thin, and at times scarcely able 
to drag himself about. But he only smiled when they begged 
him to rest and to take things easy. That would hardly 
be fitting for Our Lady’s slave, he said. There was too much 
work to be done. But in April of the year 1716, when he 
arrived at Saint-Laurent-sur-Sevre to give still another 
mission, Father De Montfort himself came to the realization 
that his time on earth was about up. 

Suddenly a terrible sadness filled his soul. He was forty- 
three years old, and soon he would be called upon to render 
an account of these years. And what had he to show? A 
few writings, his missions, the Daughters of Wisdom with 
four members, the Company of Mary with seven Brothers 
and two priests. 


“And I wanted to do so much!” he mourned. “Dearest 
Mother, I wanted to bring you every soul I met!” 

Summoning all his strength, he gave himself to the work 
at Saint-Laurent-sur-Sevre with renewed zeal. But the 
effort was too much. On April 22, after a sermon welcom¬ 
ing Bishop de Champflour to the parish, he collapsed and 
had to be carried to his bed. 

Father Mulot and Brother Gabriel (who had been as¬ 
signed to help with this particular mission) were beside 
themselves with grief. Their beloved superior was going 
to die and there was no way of getting the news to the Sis¬ 
ters in La Rochelle, or to Father Vatel and the other 
Brothers who were working elsewhere! 

“It ... it’s all right,” Father De Montfort assured them 
weakly. “I think I have a few days yet.” Then, to the 
great consternation of Father Mulot: “My son, when I’m 
gone I want you to take charge of the work. See that the 
Rule is kept, that all goes well with the Sisters. Above all, 
pray for an increase of vocations.” 

Father Mulot gazed at him in dismay. “You don’t mean 
that I’m to be the superior!” 

“Yes, that’s just what I mean.” 

“But ... but I wouldn’t know what to do, Father! And 
my health—if it turned bad again_” 

Father De Montfort smiled. “Have confidence. I’ll pray 
for you.” 

Poor Father Mulot! He was all but overcome. Yet as 
Father De Montfort lay smiling up at him, he experienced 
a certain peace. Who could be sad, looking into the face 
of a saint? And he—for whom so much had been done— 
how could he doubt but that many more graces would be 
coming his way through the prayers of this man? 

Quietly he bowed his head. “I’ll do my best,” he promised. 

Five days passed, and Father Mulot scarcely left his be¬ 
loved superior’s side. Brother Gabriel was in constant at¬ 
tendance, too. As for the people of Saint-Laurent-sur-S&vre, 
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day and night they stood about the rectory in hushed and 
solemn groups. Perhaps God would hear their prayers and 
leave Father De Montfort with them? Perhaps even yet 
there would be a miracle of some kind, and he would preach 
to them again? 

But on April 28, word was passed around that the end 
was not far off. The previous day Father De Montfort had 
roused himself sufficiently to sign his last will and testa¬ 
ment, disposing of his few possessions—books, vestments, 
statues, banners—among his two communities and various 
friends. But now, at any moment_ 

The news caused such grief in the hearts of the towns¬ 
people that they could restrain themselves no longer. One 
after another they hurried to Father De Montfort’s side to 
ask his blessing. 

“Give it to them, Father,” urged Father Mulot. 

So, holding the little ivory crucifix which Pope Clement 
the Eleventh had indulgenced so many years ago, Father 
De Montfort feebly raised his hand in blessing. Then, 
moved to tears himself at the sight of the weeping throngs, 
he began to sing one of his own hymns: 

On, on, my friends, to Paradise, 

God’s Paradise on high! 

Whatever be our gain on earth, 

‘Tis surer gain to die! 

But the effort was too great. His voice broke, and he 
fell back weakly on his pillow. 

“H-he’s dead!” sobbed Brother Gabriel. “He’s gone from 
us!” 

But Father Mulot shook his head. “No, not yet,” he said. 

Slowly the hours slipped by, and at seven o’clock in the 
evening of that same day, April 28, 1716, Father De Mont¬ 
fort was still clinging to life. But he was already glimpsing 
Paradise. 

How beautiful Our Lady was! How kind and motherly! 
If only people everywhere could come to know and love her! 
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As for the True Devotion—it could make saints of young 
and old; of good, bad and indifferent, just as he had always 
said. But how the Devil struggled to keep this fact a secret! 
How he schemed and plotted so that the True Devotion 
would be feared, misunderstood, shunned! Yet in spite of 
all his efforts there would always be childlike sends to dis¬ 
cover the enormous power for good behind the words of 
the Act of Consecration to Our Lady.... 

Suddenly Father De Montfort began to tremble violently. 
“No, no!” he cried. “It is useless for you to attack me. 
Jesus and Mary are with me. I have come to the end of 
my life. It is over now, and I shall never sin again....” 

Brother Gabriel, Father Mulot and the others in the room 
looked at one another anxiously. The Devil was making one 
last effort to snatch a soul to himself! 

“It ... it’s the end now ?” whispered Brother Gabriel, as 
the village clock struck eight times. 

Father Mulot nodded. “Yes,” he said. Then after a mo¬ 
ment: “Look! Look at his face!” 

At once all those kneeling in the little room leaned for¬ 
ward, and suddenly their sorrow and fear were things of 
the past. The struggle was over! Father De Montfort’s 
face was radiant, peaceful, gloriously happy. And he 
seemed to be speaking to someone! No one could tell what 
he was saying, but surely the words upon his lips were the 
ones he had always loved so much? 

“1 am all Thine, and all I have is Thine, 0 most loving 
Jesus, through Mary, Thy holy Mother.’’ 

“Yes,” murmured Brother Gabriel, after a moment. 
“That’s what he was saying.” 
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“I am all Thine . . . through Mary, Thy holy Mother!” 
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